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CYNTHIA 

A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  PHILISTINES 

CHAPTER  XV. 

She  was  living  in  the  Avenue  Wagram — she  had  taken 
a  small  furnished  flat  there  for  a  few  months — and  when 
he  encountered  her  on  the  boulevards,  about  a  week 
afterwards,  Kent  was  puzzled  to  discover  a  reason  why 
he  had  not  availed  himself  of  her  invitation.  He  called 
a  day  or  two  later,  and  found  her  cynical  but  stimu- 
lating. In  recalling  the  visit,  it  appeared  to  him  that 
she  was  more  entertaining  in  conversation  than  in 
print,  which  suggested  that  her  good  things  were  not 
so  good  as  they  sounded,  but  while  she  talked  he  was 
amused.     He  left  the   flat  with   the   consciousness  of 
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having  spent  a  very  agreeable  half-hour,  and  was  sorry 
that  her  '  day,'  which  she  had  mentioned  to  him,  was  a 
fortnight  ahead.  She  seemed  to  know  many  people  in 
Paris  whom  he  would  be  glad  to  meet,  and  the  entree 
to  the  little  yellow  drawing-room  promised  to  be 
pleasurable,  apart  from  the  hostess,  with  whom  he  had 
drunk  '  English  tea '  and  smoked  Egyptian  cigarettes. 
That  she  was  a  widow  he  had  taken  for  granted  from 
the  commencement,  and  his  assumption  had  proved  to  be 
correct.  She  was  a  woman  who  struck  one  as  born  to 
be  a  widow ;  it  was  difficult  to  conceive  her  either  with 
a  husband  or  living  in  her  parents1  home.  As  to  her 
children,  she  spoke  of  them  frequently,  and  saw  them 
seldom.  Kent  decided  that  she  was  too  fashionable 
and  a  trifle  hard,  but  this  did  not  detract  from  the 
pleasure  the  visits  afforded  him  ;  perhaps  his  perception 
of  her  character  was  responsible  for  much  of  the  plea- 
sure, indeed,  for  it  rendered  it  additionally  compli- 
mentary that  she  was  nice  to  him. 

She  was  surprised  to  learn  he  was  married,  and  de- 
clared that  she  looked  forward  to  knowing  his  wife. 
She  did  not,  however,  take  any  steps  to  gratify  the 
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desire,  and  Kent  was  not  regretful.  He  felt  that  few 
things  more  productive  of  boredom  for  two  could  be 
devised  than  a  tete-a-tete  between  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt 
and  Cynthia  ;  and,  though  he  was  reluctant  to  acknow- 
ledge it  to  himself,  he  had  a  feeling  also  that  the  lady 
would  be  a  little  contemptuous  of  him  afterwards  if  it 
occurred.  He  knew  her  opinion  of  young  men's  mar- 
riages in  the  majority  of  cases,  and  was  uncomfortably 
conscious  that  she  would  not  pronounce  his  own  to  be 
one  of  the  exceptions. 

Mrs.  Watford's  letters  to  her  daughter  hitherto  had 
been  in  her  most  enthusiastic  vein.  Mr.  McCullough 
had  given  the  disappointed  bass  a  berth  in  Berlin,  and 
in  her  epistles  this  was  alluded  to  as  a  '  position,' 
upon  which  she  showered  her  favourite  adjectives  of 
*  jolly  '  and  '  extraordinary '  and  '  immense.'  Caesar  was 
4  McCullough's  right  hand,'  the  *  best  houses  in  Berlin  ' 
were  open  to  him,  and  his  prospects,  social  and 
pecuniary,  were  dazzling.  Of  late,  however,  he  had 
been  dwelt  on  less,  and  one  morning  a  letter  came  which 
contained  a  confession  of  personal  anxiety.  The  recent 
heavy  drop  in  American  stocks,  and  the  failure  of  two 
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or  three  brokers,  had  seriously  affected  the  jobber. 
They  thought  of  trying  to  let  The  Hawthorns,  which 
was  much  too  large  for  them  now,  and  moving  out  of 
the  neighbourhood.  Caesar  remained  McCullough's 
right  hand,  but  quite  briefly  ;  and  it  was  evident  that 
the  writer  was  in  great  distress. 

Cynthia  was  terribly  grieved  and  startled.  She 
dashed  off  eight  pages  of  love  and  inquiries  by  the 
evening  mail,  and  when  the  news  was  confirmed,  with 
more  particulars,  she  felt  she  could  do  no  less  than  run 
over  to  utter  her  sympathy  in  person. 

Kent  agreed  that  perhaps  it  was  advisable,  and  raised 
the  money  that  was  necessary  cheerfully  enough  by 
pawning  his  watch  and  chain.  Only  when  she  sent  him 
a  rather  lengthy  telegram  from  Streatham,  detailing  her 
mother's  frame  of  mind,  he  felt  that  she  was  exaggerating 
his  share  in  her  solicitude. 

The  chilly  salon,  where  the  ladies  played  forfeits  after 
dinner,  or  the  vivacious  daughter  thumped  the  piano, 
was  not  attractive  during  Cynthia's  absence.  Neither 
was  it  lively  to  smoke  alone  in  his  room,  or  to  go  to  a 
theatre  or  a  music-hall  by  himself,  and  when,  in  calling 
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on  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt,  he  mentioned  his  solitariness,  and 
she  proposed  that  he  should  take  her  to  the  Varietes, 
he  accepted  the  suggestion  with  alacrity. 

As  he  obtained  the  tickets  for  nothing,  his  only 
expense  was  the  cabs  and  the  liqueurs  between  the  acts, 
and  it  was  so  enjoyable,  laughing  with  her  on  the  lounge 
of  the  cafe,  that  the  recollection  of  their  being  paid  for 
out  of  the  balance  of  his  loan  from  the  mont-de-piete 
was  banished.  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  made  some  more  of  her 
happy  remarks  while  they  sipped  the  chartreuse,  and 
her  teeth  and  eyes  flashed  superbly.  The  piece  was  a 
great  success,  but  Kent  thought  the  entr'actes  wTere 
even  gayer ;  and  when  the  curtain  had  fallen,  and  they 
reached  the  Avenue  Wagram,  she  would  not  hear  of 
his  leaving  her  before  going  in  and,  having  some  supper. 

The  liqueurs  looked  rather  mean  to  him  contrasted 
with  the  table  that  he  saw  laid  with  its  mayonnaise 
and  a  bottle  of  champagne,  and  his  exhilaration  was 
momentarily  damped  by  envy.  Fiction  meant  a  good 
deal  when  one  was  lucky;  how  jolly  to  be  able  to  live 
as  this  woman  did !  Her  maid  took  away  her  cape  and 
hat,  and  he  opened  the  bottle.     She  drew  off  her  long 
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gloves,  and  patted  her  hair  before  the  mirror  with  fingers 
on  which  some  rings  shone. 

'  Let's  sit  down,1  she  said.     '  Am  I  all  right  T 

He  thought  he  had  never  seen  her  look  so  charming 
or  so  young. 

'  You  have  a  colour ,'  he  admitted. 

'  A  proof  it's  natural ;  when  we  went  out  I  was  as 
pale  as  a  ghost.  I  work  too  hard.  I  do — what  are  you 
smiling  at  ? — I  work  horribly  hard.  Life's  so  dear — yes, 
"expensive" — don't  say  it,  it  would  be  unworthy  of 
you.  And  I  can't  do  a  fifth  part  of  what's  offered  me> 
with  all  my  fag.' 

6  Am  I  supposed  to  sympathize  with  you  for  that  ?' 
he  asked. 

' Certainly  you  should  sympathize;  what  do  you 
suppose  I  tell  you  for — to  be  felicitated?  Do  you 
think  it's  agreeable  to  have  to  refuse  work  when  one 
needs  the  money  it  would  bring  in  ?  The  trials  of 
Tantalus  were  a  joke  to  it.  I  had  to  let  a  twenty- 
thousand-word  story  for  The  Metropolis  slide  only  the 
other  day,  and  I  could  place  half  a  dozen  shorter  tales 
every  week  if  I'd  the  time  to  write  them.' 
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*  You  do  write  a  great  number/  said  Kent,  '  and  you 
seem  fairly  comfortable/ 

• "  Wise  judges  are  we  of  each  other  P  Where  from — 
you  don't  know  ?  "  The  Lady  of  Lyons!"  You  ought  to 
see  my  bills ;  that  music-stand  over  there  is  full  of  them. 
That's  the  place  I  always  keep  them  in  ;  Fm  naturally 
tidy,  it's  one  of  my  virtues.  I  had  to  turn  out  Chopin's 
Mazurkas  yesterday  to  make  room  for  some  more.  I 
only  came  to  Paris  because  people  don't  write  you  so 
many  abusive  letters  when  they  have  to  pay  twopence - 
halfpenny  postage.  Oh,  I'm  comfortable  enough  in  a 
fashion,  but  I've  my  worries  like  my  neighbours.  I 
suppose  I'm  extravagant,  but  I  can't  help  it.  Besides, 
I'm  not.     Do  you  think  I'm  extravagant  ?' 

He  looked  at  her,  and  nodded,  smiling. 

'  No,'  she  said,  '  not  really  ?     Why  ?' 

*  Heavens  !  you  haven't  the  illusion  that  you're  parsi- 
monious ?  I  believe  you  spend  a  small  fortune  on  cabs 
alone.' 

*  I  don't  spend  a  solitary  franc  on  one  when  Fm  not 
alone.' 

1  You  never  walk,  so  far  as  I  can  ascertain.' 
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'  No ;  not  so  far  as  that/  she  said  ;  '  but ' 

'But  shorter  distances,  yes!1  he  laughed.  'Your 
champagne  is  beyond  criticism,  and  you  dress  like — like 
an  angel.     The  simile  is  bad , 

*  And  improper.  Go  on  ;  what  other  faults  have  I  ? 
I  like  to  know  my  friends1  opinion  of  me.1 

' "  If  to  her  share  some  human  errors  fall " '  he 

murmured. 

'  Dont  look,  then.  Shall  I  hide  it  behind  my  ser- 
viette ?  That  is  sheer  cowardice.  Fill  your  glass,  and 
mine,  please.  Go  on  ;  tell  me  how  I  strike  you  frankly. 
I  know.  You  think  I  don't  approach  Literature 
reverently  enough,  and  that  I  ought  to  devote  twelve 
months  to  a  book,  and  let  my  poor  little  children  go 
barefoot  in  the  meanwhile.  Well,  I  did  give  twelve 
months  to  a  book  once ;  but  I  had  a  husband  when  I 
wrote  "  Two  and  a  Passion,11  and  he  provided  the  boots. 
Now,  if  I  didn't  work  as  I  do,  I  should  have  to  live  in 
Battersea,  and  buy  my  frocks  in  Brixton,  and  take  my 
holidays  in  Southend.  You  wouldn't  calmly  condemn 
me  to  Southend?  My  income,  apart  from  what  I 
make,  barely  pays  my  rent.1 
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1  Your  rent  is  somewhat  heavy,'  suggested  Kent, 
1  with  two  flats  going  at  once.1 

1  Wretch !  do  you  lecture  me  because  I  couldn't  find 
a  tenant  for  the  Victoria  Street  place  ?  He  blames  me 
for  my  misfortunes  P 

She  caught  the  long  gloves  up,  and  swirled  them 
round  on  his  cheek.  Like  the  others,  they  were  per- 
fumed; but  now  their  scent  was  in  his  face.  They 
looked  in  each  other's  eyes  an  instant,  smiling  across 
the  corner  of  the  table.  Then,  as  the  smile  died  away, 
they  remained  looking  in  each  other's  eyes  attentively. 
He  drew  the  gloves  from  her  hold,  and  played  with 
them.  Her  hand  lay  upturned  on  the  cloth  to  receive 
them  back,  and  in  restoring  them  his  own  rested  on  it. 
She  averted  her  gaze,  but  her  palm  did  not  slip  away 
so  quickly  as  it  might  have  done. 

'  You  know  you  may  smoke,'  she  said,  rising,  and 
going  over  to  the  fire.     '  I'll  have  one,  too.' 

1  Isn't  it  too  late  ?'  he  asked,  joining  her. 

His  voice  was  not  quite  steady,  and  now  he  did  not 
look  at  her  as  he  spoke. 

1  You  can  have  one  cigarette,'  she  declared,  sinking 
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into  an  armchair,  and  crossing  her  feet  on  the  fender. 
*  How  is  the  paper  going,  Mr.  Kent  ?  Eclipsing  Le 
Petit  Journal  T 

'  Of  course,'  he  said.  '  Did  you  ever  know  anybody's 
paper  that  wasn't  T 

6  You  count  Paris  your  home,  I  suppose  ?  You  mean 
to  stop  here  permanently  ?  /  go  back  in  March  ;  the 
people  are  returning  here  then.  I  loathe  London  after 
Paris ;  but  I  shall  have  escaped  most  of  the  winter 
there,  that's  one  thing.  Where  did  you  live  in 
town  ?' 

'  My  neighbourhood  was  Battersea,'  answered  Kent ; 
'  that  is  to  say,  it  was  suburban  wilds.  We  had  a  villa 
in  Streatham — have  it  now,  in  fact,'  he  added,  re- 
membering with  dismay  that  there  was  a  quarter's 
rent  due.  '  No  ;  I'm  afraid  I  can't  condole  with  you, 
Mrs.  Deane-Pitt.' 

' "  Pride  sleeps  in  a  gilded  crown,  contentment  in  a 
cotton  night-cap," '  she  said.  8  An  address  is  only  skin- 
deep,  after  all ;  besides,  Streatham  is  pretty.' 

' Pretty  well;  and  it  looks  prettier  out  of  a  big 
house.' 
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c  Get  money,  my  friend,"1  she  said  languidly  ;  c  you 
are  young  enough,  and  I  think  you're  clever  enough. 
When  all  things  were  made,  nothing  was  made  better. 
And  it's  really  very  easy ;  as  soon  as  you  are  popular, 
the  editors  will  take  anything." 

fc  "  First  catch  your  hare," '  he  observed.  ■  I'm  not 
popular." 

The  clock  on  the  mantelshelf  struck  one,  and  he 
threw  away  his  cigarette-end  and  got  up. 

'  Good-night,  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt." 

1  Good-night,"  she  said. 

Her  touch  lingered  again,  and  her  personality 
dominated  him  as  he  walked  back  to  the  pension 
through  the  silent  streets.  He  was  angry  with  him- 
self to  perceive  that  it  was  so.  What  the  devil  had  he 
been  about  in  that  business  with  the  gloves  over  the 
table  ?  She  had  let  him  do  it,  too  !  Did  she  like 
him  ?  He  would  not  go  to  see  her  any  more.  Well, 
that  was  absurd,  but  he  would  not  go  so  frequently  as 
he  had.  And  he  must  keep  a  rein  on  himself.  Nothing 
could  come  of  it,  he  was  convinced,  even  if  he  wished ; 
and  he  did  not.     It  would  be  too  beastly  to  deceive  a 
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girl  like  Cynthia  .  .  .  and  their  baby  only  a  year  old. 
He  decided  as  he  mounted  the  stairs  he  would  tell 
Cynthia  when  she  came  back  that  he  had  been  to  the 
Varietes  with  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt.  It  would  not  disturb 
her  to  hear  that,  and,  though  it  was  juggling  with  his 
conscience,  he  would  feel  cleaner  afterwards.  There 
was  a  letter  from  her  waiting  for  him  on  the  bed- 
room table,  and  he  washed  his  hands  before  he 
opened  it. 

Cynthia  wrote  to  say  she  should  be  home  the  next 
evening  but  one,  and  that  her  parents  had  been 
rejoiced  to  see  her.  On  the  whole,  things  did  not 
seem  to  be  so  desperate  as  she  had  feared ;  but  it  was 
quite  determined  that  The  Hawthorns  should  be  let, 
for,  fortunately,  there  was  a  Peruvian  family  who  were 
prepared  to  take  it  just  as  it  stood,  and-  mamma  had 
already  been  to  view  a  house  in  Strawberry  Hill  which 
was  quite  nice,  and  far  cheaper.  Whether  Miss  Wix 
would  remove  with  them  was  doubtful. 

'  Mamma's  temper  is  naturally  not  of  the  best  just 
now,  and  I  gather  that  the  dissensions  have  been  rather 
bad.     Papa  talks  of  allowing  Aunt  Emily  a  pound  a 
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week  to  live  by  herself,  and  really  she  seems  to 
prefer  iV 

She  added,  underlined,  that  Caesar  was  still  'the 
right  hand  of  McCullough."'  She  had  learnt  to  smile 
a  little  at  Caesar,  and  Kent  winced  as  he  came  to  that 
allusion  to  a  mutual  joke.  And  then  there  followed  a 
dozen  affectionate  injunctions :  he  was  not  to  be  dull, 
'  poor  boy  who  had  no  watch  and  chain  P  but  to  go 
somewhere  every  night ;  he  was  to  hug  baby  for  her, 
and  to  give  and  keep  a  score  of  kisses.  She  was  '  always 
his  loving  wife."  He  read  it  under  the  paraffin  lamp 
with  his  overcoat  on,  and  wished  it  had  not  arrived  till 
the  morning. 

Mrs.  Deane-Pitt's  inquiry  how  The  World  and  his 
Wife  was  going  had  had  more  significance  than  Kent's 
careless  reply.  The  band  of  'Paris  Correspondents' 
in  the  vicinity  of  the  Boulevard  Magenta  and  elsewhere 
were  already  beginning  to  talk  about  '  Billy '  Beaufort, 
for  not  only  was  he  neglecting  the  first  chance  of  a 
competence  that  had  fallen  in  his  way  for  years,  but  he 
was  squandering  the  whole  of  a  very  handsome  salarv, 
and  getting  into  difficulties  besides.     The  amount  of 
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energy  which  this  man,  when  in  his  deepest  waters,  de- 
voted to  seeking  opportunities  was  only  equalled  by  the 
colossal  folly  by  which  he  had  ruined,  and  always 
would  ruin,  all  that  he  obtained.  He  was  one  of  the 
fools  who  devote  their  lives  to  disproving  the  adage 
that  experience  teaches  them.  The  circulation  of  the 
paper  was  purely  nominal,  and  the  Baronet  had  con- 
stantly to  be  applied  to  for  increased  remittances ; 
indeed,  the  only  work  in  connection  with  the  journal 
which  '  Billy '  now  did  was  to  write  euphemistic  reports 
to  the  proprietor.  Nor  did  the  drafts  supply  the 
journal's  deficiencies  alone.  Card  debts  had  to  be 
settled  somehow.  And  an  ephemeral  attachment  to  a 
girl  who  tied  herself  in  knots  at  the  Nouveau  Cirque 
was  responsible  for  some  embarrassment. 

Hitherto,  however,  Beaufort  had  always  spared  the 
hundred  and  seventy-five  francs  at  the  end  of  the  week 
to  his  sub-editor,  but  on  the  Saturday  after  Cynthia's 
return  he  asked  him  casually  if  he  would  mind  waiting 
for  it  a  few  days. 

4  Sorry  if  it  puts  you  out  at  all,'  he  remarked.  '  I 
can't   help   myself.      You   shall   have   the   money  for 
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certain  Wednesday  or  Thursday.  Devil  of  a  nuisance ! 
But  I  suppose  you  can  finance  matters  in  the  mean- 
while, Kent,  eh  T 

Kent  could  do  no  less  than  answer  that  he  would  try, 
but  on  Monday  morning  Madame  Garin's  bill  would 
come  up  with  the  first  breakfast,  and  he  saw  that  he 
would  either  be  compelled  to  make  an  excuse  to  her,  or 
to  pretend  to  forget  it  till  he  could  pay. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

Their  liabilities  had  been  discharged  with  such  exceed- 
ing regularity  up  to  the  present  that  he  decided  to  take 
the  bolder  course,  albeit  it  was  very  distasteful  to  him. 
He  had  been  obliged  to  ask  landladies  to  wait  longer  in 
his  time,  but  it  was  one  thing  to  be  (  disappointed  ,  as  a 
bachelor,  and  quite  another  when  one  had  a  wife,  and 
baby,  and  nurse  in  the  house.  Madame  Garin's 
countenance,  moreover,  was  of  a  rather  forbidding  type, 
and  did  not  suggest  a  yielding  disposition  in  money 
matters ;  and  he  was  agreeably  surprised  when  she 
rejoined, '  Cela  ne  fait  rien,  monsieur,'  after  a  scarcely 
perceptible  pause,  as  he  spoke  to  her  in  passing  her  little 
office  in  the  hall  on  Monday  morning.  Cynthia's  relief 
was  immense  ;  it  had  been  quite  a  serious  crisis  to  her, 
her  earliest  experience  of  having  to  ask  for  credit ;  and, 
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to  be  on  the  safe  side,  he  had  not  promised  to  settle  the 
bill  before  Thursday.  Both  trusted,  though,  that  the 
salary  would  be  forthcoming  on  the  earlier  of  the 
dates  mentioned  by  Beaufort,  for  if  the  nurse  wanted 
anything  bought  in  the  meanwhile  they  would  be 
obliged  to  temporize  with  her,  and  that  would  have  its 
awkwardness. 

Beaufort  did  not  refer  to  the  subject  on  Wednesday, 
and  Kent  went  home  with  sixty-five  centimes  in  his 
pocket.  He  got  in  late,  and  Cynthia  was  already  at 
dinner.  She  glanced  at  him  inquiringly  as  he  took  his 
seat,  and  he  shook  his  head. 

'  Not  yet,1  he  murmured. 

She  disguised  her  feelings,  and  continued  to  talk 
chiffons  with  the  woman  opposite ;  but  when  they 
mounted  to  their  room,  and  the  proprietress  looked  out 
of  the  bureau  at  them  with  a  greeting,  she  felt  a  shade 
uncomfortable,  and  hastened  her  steps. 

'  I  hate  that  bureau ^  she  said  as  soon  as  they  had 
reached  the  haven  of  the  first  landing.  'The  Garins 
seem  to  live  in  it,  and  you  can't  get  by  without  them 
seeing  you.     Well,  he  didn't  give  it  to  you,  eh  r* 

VOL.    II.  15 
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'  No  ;  it  will  be  all  right  to-morrow,  though.  It's 
lucky  I  said  Thursday  instead  of  to-day.  Has  nurse 
been  to  you  for  anything  ?' 

1  Thank  goodness,  she  hasn't !  But  baby  is  bound  to 
be  out  of  something  directly.  You  do  think  we  are 
sure  of  it  to-morrow,  Humphrey,  dorft  you  T 

He  said  there  was  no  doubt  about  it,  and  they  drew 
their  chairs  to  the  hearth.  The  night  was  cold,  and  he 
went  out  presently  to  a  grocer's  close  by  and  spent  sixty 
centimes  on  a  bottle  of  the  kind  of  claret  which  was 
included  by  the  humblest  restaurants  in  the  cheapest 
meal  a  prix  fixe,  smuggling  it  upstairs  under  his  over- 
coat. In  Madame's  wine-list  it  figured  as  medoc  at  two 
francs,  and  she  would  not  have  been  pleased  with  him 
for  obtaining  it  at  a  shop.  They  made  it  hot  over 
their  fire  in  one  of  the  infant's  saucepans,  and, 
sweetened  with  sugar  from  the  nursery  cupboard,  they 
found  it  comforting.  Though  their  capital  was  now  a 
sou,  they  were  not  unhappy,  with  the  prospect  of  a 
hundred  and  seventy-five  francs  in  the  course  of  twenty- 
four  hours,  and  once  Cynthia  laughed  so  gaily  that  the 
nurse  came  in  and  intimated  that  *  the  rooms  hopening 
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into  one  another  '  made  the  noise  very  disturbing  to 
her  charge. 

Kent  went  to  the  office  next  day  without  a  cigarette, 
for  he  had  smoked  his  last,  and  he  awaited  his  chiefs 
arrival  with  considerable  impatience.  The  editor  had 
not  been  in  when  he  returned  to  the  pension  for 
luncheon,  but  in  reply  to  Cynthia's  eager  question  he 
assured  her  that  he  was  certain  to  have  the  money  in 
his  pocket  when  he  saw  her  again  in  the  evening.  He 
wanted  a  cigarette  by  this  time  very  badly  indeed,  and 
when  the  office  clock  struck  three,  he  left  his  desk,  and 
stood  pulling  his  moustache  at  the  window  moodily. 
He  began  to  fear  it  was  going  ^Q  -^e  one  Qf  foe  days 
when  '  Billy  *  Beaufort  did  not  appear  in  the  Rue  du 
Quatre  Septembre  at  all. 

His  misgiving  proved  to  be  well  founded,  and  dinner 
that  night  was  agreeable  neither  to  him  nor  the  girl. 
She  had  been  reluctant  to  go  down  to  it,  on  hearing 
that  Madame  Garin  could  not  be  satisfied,  and,  though 
he  had  persuaded  her  to  do  so,  sped  past  the  bureau 
with  averted  eyes.  It  was  useless  going  in  search  of 
Beaufort ;    the   only   thing    of  which   one    could    be 
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positive  with  regard  to  his  movements  at  this  hour  was 
that  he  would  not  be  at  his  hotel;  but  Humphrey 
promised  her  to  see  him  before  commencing  work  in 
the  morning,  and  declared  that  he  would  send  the 
necessary  amount  round  to  her  at  once. 

The  editor  was  staying  at  the  Grand,  and  when  he 
called  there  Kent  learnt  that  he  was  still  in  his  room. 
He  found  him  lying  in  bed  and  reading  his  letters.  A 
suit  of  dress-clothes  trailed  disconsolately  across  a  chair, 
and  by  the  window  a  fur-coat  and  a  hat-box  had  rolled 
on  to  the  floor.  He  had  not  drunk  his  chocolate,  but  a 
tumbler  of  soda-water  and  something,  and  a  syphon, 
stood  on  the  table  beside  him,  surrounded  by  his  watch 
and  chain,  some  scattered  cigarettes,  and  the  bulk  of 
his  correspondence.    He  looked  but  half  awake  and  cross. 

'What's  the  matter?'  he  murmured.  6  Sit  down. 
There's  a  seat  there,  if  you  move  those  things.  Will 
you  have  anything  to  drink  ?' 

'  I  won't  have  a  drink,  but  I'll  take  one  of  those 
cigarettes,  if  I  may,'  said  Kent,  sticking  it  in  his  mouth 
and  inhaling  gratefully.  *  I'm  sorry  to  dun  you,  bu; 
you  told  me  I  could  have  the  money  "  Wednesday  or 
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Thursday,"  and  I'm  pressed  for  it.  I  wish  you  would 
let  me  have  it  now ;  I  want  to  send  it  up  to  my  pension 
before  going  on  to  the  shop.' 

Beaufort  put  out  his  tongue  and  drank  some  more  of 
the  contents  of  the  tumbler  thirstily. 

1  That  will  be  all  right,'  he  said,  yawning  ;  i  don't  you 
bother  about  that/ 

1  But  the  point  is,  that  I  want  it  now,'  repeated  Kent. 
*  I  dare  say  it  would  be  "  all  right,"  but  I'm  in  need  of 
it  this  morning.  My  bill  came  up  on  Monday,  and  I 
put  the  woman  off  till  yesterday — I  can't  put  her  off 
any  more."* 

4  What !  is  this  the  first  week  you  owe  her  ?  My 
boy,  a  week  !  I  haven't  paid  my  bill  here  for  eleven 
weeks.     Let  her  wait.' 

1  You  haven't  a  wife,'  said  Kent.  '  /  have.  It's 
damned  unpleasant  for  a  girl,  I  can  tell  you  P 

1  How  much  does  the  old  hag  want  ?'  inquired  the 
editor,  with  resentment. 

'  A  hundred  and  sixty,  more  or  less,  with  extras.  I 
have  the  interesting  document  with  me,  if  you'd  like 
to  see  it.' 
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Billy  gaped  again. 

{ Oh,  well,"  he  said, 6  well  engineer  it.  You — you  tell 
your  wife  not  to  worry  herself ;  and  don't  trouble  any 
more.     I'll  see  you  through."* 

He  settled  his  head  on  the  pillow,  and  appeared  to  be 
under  the  impression  that  the  difficulty  was  disposed  of. 

6  It's  very  good  of  you,'  answered  Kent,  as  his  tone 
seemed  to  call  for  gratitude.  '  I'm  glad  to  hear  you 
say  so  ;  but  how  soon  can  I  have  it  ?' 

'  Eh  ?  Oh,  I  shall  be  able  to  draw  to-morrow.  You 
shall  have  a  hundred  and  sixty  to-morrow.  I  give  you 
my  word  of  honour  on  it.  /'ll  work  it  for  you  some- 
how.    I  won't  see  you  in  a  hole.' 

Kent  stared  at  him.  On  the  morrow  a  second  week's 
salary  would  be  due,  and  on  the  next  day  but  one  a  second 
account  from  Madame  Garin.  He  pointed  the  fact  out 
to  Beaufort  quietly,  but  with  emphasis.  He  said  that, 
if  matters  were  financially  complicated,  it  would  be  well 
for  him  to  understand  the  position,  in  order  that  he 
might  realize  his  outlook,  and,  if  essential,  make  a  tem- 
porary removal  to  a  pension  where  he  could  live  more 
cheaply.     He  did  not  want  to  badger  him,  he  explained, 
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but  Beaufort's  programme  was  not  capable  of  imita- 
tion in  his  own  case,  and,  as  a  family  man,  he  must 
cut  his  coat  according  to  his  cloth. 

'  If  you  want  me  to  let  part  of  my  salary  stand  over 
for  the  next  few  weeks,  and  it's  unavoidable,  I  suppose 
it  is  unavoidable,'  he  said  finally ;  '  only,  I  can't  be  left 
in  the  dark  about  it.  Am  I  to  gather  that  what  you 
propose  is  to  pay  me  a  hundred  and  sixty  francs 
to-morrow,  instead  of  three  hundred  and  fifty?  Or 
shall  I  have  the  lot  ?' 

What  he  received  was  a  peaceful  snore,  and  he  per- 
ceived that  c  Billy '  Beaufort  had  fallen  asleep.  He 
contemplated  him  for  a  minute  desperately,  and  lit 
another  cigarette.  The  thought  of  Cynthia  sitting  at 
home  in  the  bedroom,  and  waiting  in  suspense  for  a 
messenger's  knock  at  the  door,  nerved  him  to  upset 
a  chair,  and  Beaufort  opened  his  eyes  with  a  grunt. 

'What  can  you  do?1  demanded  Kent,  briefly  this 
time,  lest  slumber  should  overtake  him  again.  '  Can 
you  give  me  any  money  before  I  go  T 

'  I've  told  you  I'll  do  my  utmost.  You  shall  have  a 
hundred   and  sixty  francs  to-morrow ;  I  can't  give   it 
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you  now — I  haven't  got  it.  If  I  had,  you  may  be  sure 
you  wouldn't  have  to  ask  twice  for  it.  Fm  not  a  chap 
of  that  sort,  Kent.  By  George !  I  never  desert  a  pal. 
Fve  my  faults,  but  I  never  desert  a  pal.  ...  If  a 
louis  on  account  is  any  good,  I  can  let  you  have 
that.' 

'  Well,'  said  Humphrey,  seeing  that  there  was  no 
more  to  be  done,  '  I  rely  on  you,  and — thanks — Fll 
take  the  louis  to  go  on  with.' 

He  went  down  and  out  on  to  the  boulevard,  and  sent 
Cynthia  a  petit  bleu,  saying,  c  Got  something.  Balance 
to-morrow,1  and  wondered  gloomily  whether  Madame 
Garin  would  continue  complacent  when  she  discovered 
that,  after  all,  he  only  suggested  paying  one  week's  bill 
instead  of  two.  Perhaps  it  would  be  easier  to  arrange 
with  the  vivacious  daughter. 

He  resolved  to  try,  and  the  young  lady  was  all  smiles 
and  '  Mais  parfaitement,  monsieur ,'  when  he  spoke  to 
her.  He  congratulated  himself  on  having  had  the  idea  ; 
but,  though  Beaufort  provided  him  with  the  sum  agreed 
upon  next  day,  and  repeated  that  he  'never  deserted  a 
pal '  with  an  air  of  having  achieved  a  triumph,  he  did 
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not  make  up  the  deficit,  and,  instead  of  being  able  to 
square  accounts  with  the  Garins,  the  sub-editor 
gradually  found  himself  getting  deeper  into  their  debt. 
From  its  being  a  doubtful  point  whether  he  would 
receive  his  salary  in  full,  it  became  a  question  whether 
he  would  get  any  of  it  at  all ;  and  when  he  obtained 
half,  he  learnt  by  degrees  to  esteem  it  a  fortunate  week. 
Beaufort  overflowed  with  promises  and  protestations. 
Everything  was  always  '  on  the  eve  of  being  righted,' 
but  the  day  of  righteousness  never  dawned.  Miss 
Garin  began  to  stop  '  Monsieur  Kent '  in  the  hall, 
and  convey  to  him  with  firmness  that  her  mother  had 
very  heavy  obligations  to  meet,  and  Cynthia  sat  at  the 
dinner-table  in  constant  terror  of  the  old  woman  coming 
in  and  publicly  insulting  them. 

One  morning,  when  the  laundress  brought  back  their 
linen,  Humphrey  had  to  feign  to  be  asleep,  while 
Cynthia  explained  that  '  monsieur  had  all  the  money, 
and  was  so  unwell  that  she  did  not  like  to  wake 
him.'  The  poor  creature  was  sympathetic,  and  went 
away  bidding  madame  not  disquiet  herself — it  was 
doubtless  only  a  passing   indisposition ;  but  after  she 
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had  gone,  the  girl  begged  Kent  to  take  a  loan  on 
her  engagement -ring,  and  after  some  discussion  he 
complied.  Everything  is  more  valuable  in  Paris  than 
in  London  until  one  has  occasion  to  pawn  it,  and  then 
it  is  less  so,  especially  jewellery.  From  the  mont- 
de-piete  Kent  procured  about  forty  per  cent,  of  what 
a  London  pawnbroker  would  have  advanced.  However, 
the  loan  was  useful.  Though  it  did  not  clear  them, 
it  went  some  way  towards  doing  it,  besides  paying  the 
nursed  wages,  which  were  due  the  same  day,  and  afforded 
temporary  relief.  Cynthia  said  she  had  become  so 
'  demoralized , — she  used  a  happy  term  now  with  a 
frequency  he  would  have  found  astonishing  if  he  had 
recalled  how  she  talked  when  they  first  met — that  a 
substantial  payment  on  account  c  made  her  feel  quite 
meritorious,1  and  there  was  a  week  in  which  they  went 
to  the  theatres  again,  and  walked  past  the  bureau 
erectly. 

March  had  opened  mildly,  and  people  were  once 
more  beginning  to  sit  outside  the  cafes,  and  Mrs. 
Deane-Pitt  was  returning  to  England.  Kent  had  kept 
his  resolution  not  to  enter  the  yellow   drawing-room 


A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  PHILISTINES     27 

in  the  Avenue  Wagram  when  it  could  be  avoided — 
partly,  no  doubt,  because  of  the  anxieties  he  had  had 
to  occupy  his  mind,  but  partly  also  by  force  of  will. 
When  he  heard  that  she  was  leaving,  though,  he  could 
do  no  less — nor  did  he  feel  it  necessary  to  do  less — 
than  call  to  bid  her  au  revoir,  and  he  was  conscious, 
as  the  servant  replied  she  wras  at  home,  that  he  would 
have  been  disappointed  otherwise. 

Her  gown  betokened  that  visitors  were  expected ; 
teacups  demonstrated  that  visitors  had  been.  She 
welcomed  him  languidly,  and  motioned  him  to  a  seat. 

6 1  thought  you  must  have  gone  to  London,  or  to 
Paradise,1  she  said.  '  What  have  you  been  doing  with 
yourself  P1 

1  I've  been  so  fearfully  busy,"*  he  answered  lamely. 

1  On  the  paper  P1 

'  Of  course.' 

'  I  don't  hear  good  reports  of  the  paper,'*  she  said. 
1 1  hope  they  aren't  true/ 

1  The  paper  is  as  good  as  it  always  was,'  responded 
Kent — '  neither  better  nor  worse.  May  I  ask  what 
you  hear  T 
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4 1  heard  that  Sir  Charles  Eames  is  getting  tired 
of  it:  says  he  is  running  a  journal  that  nobody  reads 
but  himself,  and  he  "  don't  read  it  much."  He  told 
a  man  in  his  club,  who  told  it  privately  to  another 
man,  who  told  it  in  confidence  to  a  woman  who 
told  me — I  wouldn't  breathe  a  word  of  it  to  anyone 
myself — that  "  if  the  price  didn't  improve  soon  he 
should  scratch  it."  What  will  the  robin  do  then,  Mr. 
Kent?' 

Humphrey  looked  grave.  This  was  the  first  plain 
intimation  he  had  had  that  The  World  and  his  Wife 
was  likely  to  collapse,  and  badly  as  the  post  was  paying 
him  now,  it  was  more  lucrative  than  any  that  awaited 
him  should  it  terminate.  He  thought  that  Mrs.  Deane- 
Pitt  might  have  communicated  her  news  more  con- 
siderately. 

'The  robin  will  manage  to  find  crumbs,  I  suppose,' 
he  replied;  'I  wasn't  born  on  The  World  and  his 
Wife: 

1  May  I  offer  you  some  tea  and  cake  in  the  mean- 
time r 

6  No,  thanks.' 
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Her  tone  annoyed  him  this  afternoon;  it  was  hard 
and  careless.  He  fancied  at  the  moment  that  his  only 
feeling  for  her  was  dislike,  and  sneered  at  the  mental 
absurdities  into  which  he  had  strayed.  There  was  a 
lengthy  pause — a  thing  that  had  seldom  occurred  be- 
tween them — followed  by  a  brief  interchange  of  plati- 
tudes. 

1  Well,'  he  murmured  at  length,  getting  up,  ■  Vm 
afraid  I  must  go.1 

She  did  not  press  him  to  remain. 

'Must  you?'  she  said.  'I  dare  say  we  shall  meet 
again.     It's  a  little  world  in  every  sense.' 

'  I  hope  we  shall.  Au  revoir,  and  bon  voyage,  Mrs. 
Deane-Pitt.1 

6  If  you  should  go  back  yourself,  you  11  come  to  see 
me  ?     You  know  where  I  live." 

1  Thank  you ;  I  shall  be  very  glad.' 

But  as  he  went  down  the  stairs  Kent  was  surprised  to 
perceive  that  he  felt  suddenly  mournful.  The  noise 
of  the  door  closing  behind  him  was  charged  with 
ridiculous  melancholy,  and  there  appeared  to  him 
something;  sad  in  this  conventional  ending  which  had 
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the  semblance  of  estrangement.  The  sentiment  and 
impression  of  the  hour  that  he  had  spent  in  the  room 
after  the  Varietes  recurred  to  him,  and  contrasted  with 
it  their  adieu  became  full  of  pathos.  He  questioned 
reproachfully  if,  in  his  determination  not  to  be  more 
than  a  friend,  he  might  not  have  repaid  her  own  friend- 
ship by  ingratitude,  and  so  have  wounded  her.  He  first 
decided  that  he  would  send  her  a  letter,  and  then  that  he 
would  not  send  her  a  letter.  He  made  his  way  through 
the  Champs  Elysees  reflectively,  and  once  half  obeyed 
a  violent  temptation  to  turn  back.  He  would  have 
obeyed  it  wholly  but  that  he  felt  its  indulgence  would 
be  laughable,  or  that  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  would  be  likely 
to  look  upon  it  in  that  light.  So  he  restrained  the 
impulse.     But  he  could  not  laugh  himself. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

The  respite  afforded  by  the  niont-de-piete  was  brief, 
and  all  that  Kent  received  from  Beaufort  in  the  next 
three  weeks  was  twenty  francs.  The  Garins"  faces  in 
the  hall  were  very  glum  now,  and  the  sum  against 
*  Notes  remises  '  at  the  top  of  the  bills  that  came  up  to 
the  bedroom  on  Monday  mornings,  and  were  perforce 
ignored,  had  swelled  to  such  disheartening  dimensions 
that  the  debtor  no  longer  gave  himself  the  trouble  to 
decipher  the  various  items.  In  addition  to  this,  the 
affairs  of  The  World  and  his  Wife  had  reached  a  crisis, 
and  he  learnt  from  the  editor  that  it  was  doomed.  An 
interval  of  restored  hope  succeeded  the  intelligence, 
during  which  the  life  of  the  paper  hung  in  the  balance, 
and  it  looked  likely  that  the  Baronet  would  continue  it, 
after  all ;  and  then  they  went  to  press  no  more. 
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Beaufort  declared  that  Kent's  claim  would  be  dis- 
charged without  delay,  and,  knowing  the  ex-proprietor's 
position,  Humphrey  could  not  believe  that  he  would  be 
allowed  to  suffer.  That  the  Baronet  was  ignorant  his 
claim  existed,  and  that  it  was  'Billy1  Beaufort  who 
had  to  find  the  money  for  him,  he  had  no  idea ;  no 
more  had  he  suspected,  when  he  took  Cynthia  to  the 
Nouveau  Cirque,  and  applauded  the  contortions  of 
6  Mdlle.  Veronique,'  that  the  artiste  who  stood  on  her 
head,  and  kissed  her  toes  to  them,  was  in  part  respon- 
sible for  their  plight.  '  Billy,'  realizing  that  the  matter 
must  be  squared  somehow,  if  things  were  not  to  become 
more  unpleasant,  spoke  reassuringly  of  Sir  Charles  being 
momentarily  in  tight  quarters,  and  Humphrey,  in  daily 
expectation  of  a  cheque,  made  daily  promises  of  a 
settlement  to  the  Garins,  while  he  discussed  with 
Cynthia  what  should  be  their  next  move. 

To  remain  in  Paris  was  useless,  and  they  decided  that 
they  would  go  back  to  England  as  soon  as  the  cheque 
was  cashed.  Perhaps  it  was  fortunate,  after  all,  that 
No.  64  had  not  been  let.  In  London  he  must  advertise 
again,  and  a  post  might  be  easier  to  find  now  that  he 
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could  call  himself  a  sub-editor  in  the  advertisement. 
The  days  went  by,  however,  and  Beaufort,  whom  he 
awoke,  like  an  avenging  angel,  at  early  morning,  and 
tracked  in  desperation  from  bar  to  bar  until  he  ran  him 
to  earth  at  night,  still  remained  '  in  hourly  expectation 
of  the  money."  Both  Cynthia  and  Kent  had  the  fear 
that  their  inability  to  pay  was  known  to  everybody  in 
the  house,  even  to  the  servants ;  and  they  imagined  dis- 
dain in  the  face  of  the  Italian  who  waited  on  them  at 
meals,  and  indifference  in  the  bearing  of  Etienne  when 
he  laid  the  fire.  The  chambermaid's  ■  Bon  jour,  m'sieur 
et  madame,1  had  a  ring  of  irony  to  their  ears,  and  on 
Mondays,  in  particular,  they  were  convinced  that  she 
sneered  when  she  put  down  their  tray. 

The  thought  made  the  girl  so  miserable  that  Kent 
took  an  opportunity  of  asking  Miss  Garin  if  it  were  so, 
and  she  informed  him  that  he  was  mistaken. 

1  Nobody  "as  been  told,  monsieur,1  she  said ;  '  oh,  not 
at  all !  But,  monsieur,  it  is  impossible  that  you  can 
remain  longer,  you  know,  if  your  affairs  do  not  permit 
of  a  settlement.  Your  intentions  are  quite  honourable 
— well  understood  ;  but  my  mother  cannot  be  able  to 

vol.  11.  16 
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wait  for  the  payment.  Her  expense  is  terrible  'eavy 
'ere  ;  vraiment,  c'est  epouvantable,  je  vous  assure;  et — 
and — and  my  mother  'as  an  offer  for  your  rooms,  and 
she  require  that  you  and  madame  locate  yourselves  else- 
where, monsieur,  on  Saturday  ."* 

After  an  instant  of  dismay,  Humphrey  was,  on  the 
whole,  relieved  by  the  idea  of  being  allowed  to  depart 
in  peace,  and  to  await  his  cheque  where  the  situation 
would  not  be  strained.  It  was  rather  a  nuisance,  having 
to  make  a  removal  for  so  short  a  time  ;  but  when  it  was 
effected,  he  felt  that  they  would  be  a  great  deal  more 
comfortable.  He  replied  that  they  would,  of  course, 
do  as  they  were  asked,  and  that  Madame  Garin  could 
depend  upon  his  sending  her  the  amount  he  owed  the 
very  second  that  his  arrears  were  forthcoming.  He  said 
he  thoroughly  appreciated  the  consideration  she  had 
shown  them,  and  could  not  express  how  deeply  he 
regretted  to  have  inconvenienced  her. 

'Yes,  monsieur/  murmured  Miss  Garin.  She  hesi- 
tated, and  then  added,  in  a  slightly  embarrassed  tone : 
'  You  know,  monsieur,  my  mother  must  keep  your 
luggage  'ere.     Her  lawyer  'as  advised  that.' 
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'What?1  said  Kent.  'Oh,  my  dear  Miss  Garin!  I 
will  give  your  mother  an  acknowledgment — a  promissory 
note — whatever  she  likes !  She  will  only  have  to  trust 
me  a  few  more  days  ;  I  am  perfectly  certain  to  have  the 
money  in  the  course  of  a  week.  She  won't  keep  the 
luggage,  surely?  My — my  dear  girl,  think  what  it 
means  with  a  wife  and  child  P 

Miss  Garin  spread  out  her  hands  with  a  shrug. 

'  It  is  always  "  a  few  days,"  monsieur,"  she  said. 
*  My  mother  will  permit  that  you  take  your  necessaries 
for  the  few  days,  and  the  things  belonging  to  the  little 
one.     No  more.' 

1  Can  I  see  her  T  inquired  Kent,  rather  pale. 

1  Oh  yes ;  she  is  in  the  bureau.' 

'The  servants  can  hear  everything  that  goes  on  in 
the  bureau,'  he  demurred.  '  Can't  I  talk  to  her  in  her 
room  ?' 

Miss  Garin  preceded  him  there,  and  he  tried  his  best 
to  wring  consent  from  the  old  woman,  but  she  was  as 
hard  as  nails,  and  would  not  listen  for  long.  An  '  ac- 
knowledgment of  the  debt,'  certainly — the  lawyer  had 
.advised  that,  too,  and  he  would  prepare  it — but  their 
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luggage,  jamais  de  la  vie !  The  baby's  box,  and  the 
bassinet ;  and  for  madame  and  himself  such  articles  as 
were  indispensable  for  a  week.  She  would  agree  to 
nothing  else. 

Cynthia  was  upstairs,  playing  with  the  baby,  and 
Kent  went  in  and  shut  the  door  that  communicated 
with  the  nursery. 

'  What  is  it  F  she  asked,  after  a  glance  at  his  face. 
4  Is  anything  wrong  ?' 

He  wondered  if  he  could  soften  the  news,  but  it  did 
not  lend  itself  to  euphemisms.  He  told  her  what  had 
occurred  in  as  light  a  tone  as  he  could  acquire. 

8  It  won't  be  for  any  length  of  time,  and  we  can  easily 
make  shift  for  a  bit,'  he  said.  <  It  isn't  as  if  the  child's 
things  had  to  be  left  behind,  you  see.  A  hand-bag  will 
hold  all  we  really  need  for  ourselves.  What  do  we  want, 
after  all,  for  a  week !  It  isn't  a  serious  matter,  if  one 
comes  to  look  at  it.  It  sounds  worse  than  it  is,  I 
think.' 

She  sat  startled  and  still.  Then  she  cuddled  the 
baby  close,  and  forced  a  smile. 

6  My  brown  frock  will  do,'  she  assented ;  '  I  shall  go- 
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in  that.  Oh,  it  isn't  so  dreadful,  no.  Of  course  just 
for  a  moment  it  does  give  one  a  shock,  doesn't  it  ? 
But — but,  as  you  say,  it  sounds  worse  than  it  is.  Were 
they  nasty  to  you  ? 

'  The  old  lady  wasn't  very  affectionate,*  said  Kent ; 
*  the  girl  wasn't  so  bad.  It's  cussed  awkward,  darling, 
I  know.  Poor  little  woman  !  I  was  funking  telling  you 
like  anything.  It  took  me  ten  minutes  coming  up  those 
stairs,  and  I  nearly  went  out  for  a  walk  first.* 

She  laughed  ;  she  was  already  quite  brave  again. 

'We  shall  get  through  it  all  light,*  she  declared. 
4  Where  shall  we  go  ?  We  might  go  back  to  the 
hotel-  where  we  stayed  first,  mightn't  we  ?  We  paid 
there.* 

'  I  thought  of  that,*  he  replied  ;  '  but  it  was  rather 
dear,  wasn't  it?  We  had  better  spend  as  little  as 
possible ;  there  are  our  passages,  and  we  can*t  arrive 
in  London  with  nothing.  I*m  afraid  we  shan't  be  able 
to  get  your  ring  out  in  any  case.* 

*  That  cant  be  helped,*  she  said  ;  ■  Tm  sorrier  about 
your  watch  and  chain.  A  man  is  so  lost  without  a 
watch.     Saturday  ?     Saturday  will  be  mi-careme,  won't 
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it  ?  We  shall  celebrate  it  nicely.  ...  Oh  P  She  sat 
upright,  and  stared  at  him  with  frightened  eyes. 
*■  Humphrey — nurse  P 

His  jaw  dropped,  and  he  looked  back  at  her 
blankly. 

'  Fd  forgotten  her,'  he  said. 

'To  see  our  luggage  detained — it  could  only  mean 
the  one  thing  !  Humphrey,  what  would  she  think  ? 
Whatever  can  we  do  ?  She  mustn't,  mustn't  know ;  I 
should  die  of  shame.' 

6  No,1  he  said ;  *  she  mustn't  know,  that's  certain. 
Good  Lord !  what  an  infernal  complication  at  the  last 
minute!  /  don't  know  what's  to  be  done,  I'm  sure. 
Take  the  child  in  to  her,  and  let  us  consider.' 

He  filled  a  pipe,  and  puffed  furiously,  until  Cynthia 
came  back. 

*  Couldn't  we,'  he  suggested — 'couldn't  we  say,  as 
we're  on  the  point  of  going  home,  that  we  don't  think 
it's  worth  while  carting  the  heavy  trunks  to  another 
place  for  a  week  ?  Madame  Garin  has  "  kindly  allowed 
us  to  leave  them  here  in  the  meantime."     Eh  ?' 

Cynthia  mused. 
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'Then,  what  are  we  going  to  another  place  ourselves 
for  T  she  said. 

1  Yes,'  said  Kent ;  '  that  won't  do.  Hang  the  voung 
woman  !  she's  a  perfect  bugbear  to  us :  we're  all  the 
time  struggling  to  live  up  to  the  teapot.  I  wish  to 
heaven  we  could  get  rid  of  her  altogether  P 

1  That,1  answered  the  girl,  after  a  pause — i  that  is  the 
only  thing  we  can  do.  We  must  send  her  awav,  and 
777  take  baby.' 

'  You  r  A  nice  job  for  you!  You  could  never  go 
down  to  a  meal ;  and  travelling  too — imagine  it !' 

'I  can  do  it  ;  I'd  like  it.  Anything,  anything  rather 
than  she  should  see  us  turned  out,  and  our  luggage 
seized.  ■  That  would  be  too  awful !  Ye-,  we  must  get 
her  awav,  Humphrev.  We  must  get  her  away  before 
we  leave  here.  Whatever  happens  afterwards  is  our 
own  affair.  She'll  be  gone,  and  know  nothing 
about  it.' 

'That's  very-  good,1  he  said  thoughtfully.  'But 
there'll  be  her  wages,  and  her  passage  back.  Great 
Scot !  and  another  month's  wages  because  we  don't 
give  her    proper  notice !     How    much  would    it   come 
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to?  I've  got  two  francs  fifty,  and  I've  pawned  my 
match-box.  I'm  afraid  we  must  think  of  something 
else."' 

'  We  could  send  her  second-class  on  the  boat  as  well. 
Yes,  certainly  second-class.  What  does  that  cost  ? 
Have  you  got  the  paper  you  had  ?  Look  for  it,  do ; 
it  used  to  be  in  your  bag."* 

Kent  searched  and  found  it.  He  felt  also  that  their 
lot  would  be  comparatively  a  bed  of  roses  if  they  were 
spared  the  astonished  inquiries  of  the  nurse. 

'  Second-class  tickets  are  twenty-five  and  sevenpence,'' 
he  announced,  '  and  two  months'  wages  are  four  pounds. 
Say  five  pounds  ten.  Well,  my  dear,  I  might  as  well 
try  to  raise  a  million."' 

He  blew  clouds,  and  waited  for  an  inspiration,  while 
she  walked  about  the  room  with  her  hands  behind 
her. 

1  Even  if  we  could  get  it,"  she  remarked,  breaking  a 
heavy  silence,  '  I  don't  know  what  reason  we  could  give 
for  packing  her  off  so  suddenly.  It  would  look  rather 
a  curious  proceeding,  wouldn't  it  T 

'  We  could  say,'  said  Kent, '  that  we  have  decided  to 
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live   in   Paris   permanently.     She'd  want  to   go   then. 
The  charms  of  'Olloway/ 

'Yes,'  answered  Cynthia,  *  we  could  say  that.  But 
why  in  such  a  gasping  hurry  T 

1  Yes ;  it  would  be  rather  a  rush,  it's  a  fact.  Well, 
HI  tell  you.  We  are  going  on  a  visit  to  some  friends 
in  the  country,  and  they  haven't  room  for  another 
nurse.  Mrs.  Harris's  nurse  will  do  all  that's  needed 
while  we're  there.  .  .  .  But  five  pounds  ten!  I  can 
see  Beaufort,  and  make  the  attempt;  but  the  man 
hasn't  got  it  till  the  draft  comes.  You  can't  get  blood 
out  of  a  stone.' 

*  Let  him  go  and  pawn  his  match-box,  then,  and  his 
watch  and  chain,  and  his  engagement-ring.  He  must 
find  it  for  you.  Humphrey,  tell  him  you  must  have  it. 
Say  it's — it's  a  matter  of  life  or  death.  Think  of  what 
we've  gone  through  already,  trembling  in  case  she  sus- 
pected what  a  state  we  were  in.  The  blessed  relief  it 
will  be  to  be  alone,  and  have  no  pretences  to  make !  I 
shall  feel  new-born.' 

'I'll  see  him  to-day,'  said  Kent,  catching  her  en- 
thusiasm.    *  He's  often  in  a  place  in  the  Rue  Saint- 
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Honore  about  four  o'clock.  What  time  is  it  now  ? 
Go  in  and  ask  her ;  she's  the  only  one  among  us  with 
a  watch.  Tell  her  mine  has  stopped — unless  it  has 
stopped  too  often.1 

'  Yours  is  "being  cleaned ."'  She  disappeared  for  a 
second,  and  returned  to  say  it  was  half-past  three. 
1  Hurry,  and  you  may  catch  him  now,'  she  continued ; 
'and — and,  Humphrey,  be  very  firm  about  it,  won't 
you  ?  If  he  hasn't  got  it,  make  him  give  you  a  definite 
promise  when  you  shall  have  it.  To-day's  Tuesday — 
say  you  must  have  it  by  Thursday,  at  the  latest.  And 
come  back  and  tell  me  the  result  as  quickly  as  you  can. 
Wait ;  here's  a  kiss  for  luck.' 

Kent  kissed  her  warmly — she  had  never  before  seemed 
to  him  so  companionable,  such  '  a  good  fellow,'  as  she 
did  in  this  dilemma — and,  picking  up  his  hat  and  cane, 
he  ran  down  the  stairs,  and  made  his  way  to  the  buffet 
in  the  Rue  Saint-Honore  at  his  best  pace. 

Beaufort  was  not  to  be  seen  in  the  bar  when  he 
pushed  back  the  door,  nor  was  he  in  the  inner  room, 
but  upon  inquiring  at  the  counter,  Humphrey  learnt 
that  a  gentleman  there  was  now  waiting  for  '  Billy,* 
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who  had  made  an  appointment  with  him  for  a  quarter 
to  four.  This  was  very  lucky,  and  Kent  took  a  seat  on 
the  divan  and  ordered  a  bock.  Rolling  a  cigarette,  he 
debated  how  he  could  put  the  matter  strongly  enough. 
He  had  expended  so  much  eloquence  of  late  without 
deriving  any  benefit  from  the  interviews  that  he  did  not 
feel  very  hopeful  of  the  upshot.  However,  he  was  re- 
solved that  he  would  not  fail  for  any  lack  of  endeavour, 
and  after  Beaufort  came  in,  a  little  before  five,  he  sat 
watching  him  warily  until  the  other  man  took  his 
leave. 

Beaufort  expressed  pleasure  at  seeing  him,  and  asked 
him  to  have  a  drink.  Kent  did  not  refuse  the  invitation, 
for  it  would  be  easier  to  talk  there  in  the  corner  than  if 
he  had  to  dodge  by  his  side  among  the  crowd  in  the 
streets,  and  he  opened  fire  at  once.  He  felt  that  his 
best  card  was  absolute  frankness,  and  explained  the 
situation  without  reserve.  Billy  was  entirely  sym- 
pathetic. He  romanced  about  Sir  Charles,  but  was 
subsequently  truthful.  A  draft  from  the  Baronet  might 
be  delivered  any  morning  or  evening ;  but  supposing  it 
did  not  come  in  time,  he  would  straighten  matters  out 
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himself.  '  He  was  damnably  short,  but  he  had  arranged 
with  a  pal  to  jump  for  him.  If  he  touched  a  bit  to- 
morrow— of  which  there  was,  humanly  speaking,  no 
doubt — Kent  should  have  a  hundred  and  forty  francs 
at  night,  and  the  balance  of  what  was  owing  to  him 
early  in  the  week."1  Damon  would  repay  himself  when 
the  draft  arrived. 

Such  devotion  demanded  another  drink,  and  though 
this  left  him  with  less  than  a  franc  in  his  pocket,  Kent 
went  back  to  the  pension  in  much  better  spirits,  and 
feeling  that  he  had  good  news  to  impart.  Cynthia 
looked  upon  the  tidings  in  the  same  light,  and,  as  the 
nurse  might  learn  from  the  servants  that  their  rooms 
were  to  be  vacated  on  Saturday,  they  decided  to  speak  to 
her  without  delay.  Kent  informed  her  that  they  were 
going  to  friends  in  the  country,  preparatory  to  settling 
in  Paris  for  two  years,  and  that  she  must  make  her 
preparations  to  return  to  England  on  Saturday  morning. 
This  gave  a  margin  for  delay  on  Beaufort's  part.  The 
young  woman  was  greatly  taken  aback,  and  though  she 
did  not  wish  to  stay,  there  was  real  feeling  in  her  voice 
as  she  said  how  sorry  she  would  be  to  leave  the  baby. 
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She  hung  over  the  bassinet,  and  tears  came  into  her 
eyes.  Then  Cynthia  choked,  and  began  to  cry  too,  and 
Humphrey  found  her  five  minutes  later  with  her  face 
buried  in  her  pillow,  sobbing  that  she  felt  ashamed  to 
have  told  lies  to  such  a  conscientious,  nice -minded 
girl. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

Kent's  appointment  with  Beaufort  next  evening 
for  half-past  eight,  outside  the  Cafe  de  la  Paix.  The 
sous  remaining  after  the  conversation  in  the  Rue  Saint- 
Honore  had  gone  for  a  nursery  requirement,  so  he  was 
unable  to  sit  down  while  he  waited.  His  man  was  very 
late,  and  he  walked  to  and  fro  before  the  stretch  of 
tables  on  the  boulevard  wearily  for  nearly  an  hour, 
tacitly  confessing  himself  penniless  to  every  idler  in  the 
crowd  of  chairs.  When  '  Billy '  arrived  at  length,  he 
began  by  saying  that  his  news  was  'not  altogether 
unsatisfactory,'  whereat  Humphrey's  heart  sank  within 
him,  and  when  details  were  forthcoming,  it  appeared  to 
him  about  as  unsatisfactory  as  it  could  be.  Stripped 
of  the  circumlocution  by  which  the  speaker  sought  to 
palliate  its  asperities,  the  news  was  that  the  completion 
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of  his  business  had  been  deferred  till  Saturday,  and, 
while  he  was  confident  of  '  touching '  then,  he  feared  he 
could  do  nothing  in  the  meantime.  Kent  took  no 
pains  to  conceal  his  despondency.  Seeing  that  he  and 
Cynthia  must  leave  the  pension  by  noon,  and  get  the 
nurse  out  of  the  way  and  into  the  train  by  ten  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  Saturday  sounded  as  hopeless  as 
Doomsday.  He  explained  the  urgency  of  the  situation 
afresh,  over  a  petit  verre,  and,  after  reflection,  '  Billy ' 
thought  that,  assisted  by  somebody  else's  signature,  he 
could  raise  a  hundred  and  fifty  francs  in  another 
quarter.  When  he  had  had  a  second  petit  verre  he  was 
sure  of  it,  and  bade  Humphrey  meet  him  there  again 
on  the  morrow  at  a  quarter  to  two. 

The  morrow  was  Thursday,  and  when  Kent  descended 
about  eleven,  Madame  Garin  requested  that  the  docu- 
ment her  lawyer  had  drawn  up  should  now  be  signed. 
After  that  had  been  done,  and  duly  witnessed — one  may 
do  anything  one  likes  in  France  excepting  not  pay — 
Kent  told  her  that  his  wife  wished  her  to  view  the 
contents  of  the  baby's  trunk  before  it  was  closed.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  it  was  rather  a  large  one,  and  they  were 
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anxious  to  avoid  the  possibility  of  its  giving  rise  to 
any  remark  in  front  of  the  servants  in  the  hall  at  the 
moment  of  departure.  She  replied  that  such  an  exam- 
ination was  not  necessary  ;  it  would  be  sufficient  if  they 
instructed  their  nurse  to  pack  nothing  that  did  not 
belong  to  the  little  one.  This  led  to  his  informing  her 
that  the  girl  was  quitting  their  service,  and,  to  Kent's 
horror,  Madame  Garin  said  frigidly : 

'You  know  to  what  I  have  consented,  monsieur? 
The  things  of  the  child,  and  for  madame  and  yourself 
what  is  essential  for  one  week.  Besides  that  — 
nothing.' 

'  My  God  V  exclaimed  Kent  with  a  gasp  ;  '  you  don't 
mean  to  say  you  won't  let  the  girl  take  her  box  T 

6  But  certainly  I  mean  it,'  she  returned.  4  What  I 
have  said.  It  is  perfectly  understood.  I  have  already 
been  too  liberal.'' 

'  But — but — heavens  above  !'  he  stammered,  '  the 
girl  doesn't  owe  you  anything  !  My  wife  is  dismissing 
her,  so  as  to  keep  our  humiliation  from  her  knowledge, 
madame.  If  you  refuse  to  let  her  box  go,  the  exposure 
is  complete.' 
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The  proprietress  shrugged  her  shoulders  : 
4  That  is  nothing  to  me,1  she  answered.     i  Once  more, 
for  the  little  one  and  your  own  necessaries — that  is  all. 
There  V 

This  time  Kent  literally  had  not  the  courage  to  tell 
Cynthia  what  had  occurred.  He  went  out,  and  dropped 
on  to  the  first  bench  he  came  to,  sick  in  his  very  soul. 
What  was  the  use  now  if  Beaufort  did  bring  him  the 
money  when  they  met?  The  girl  could  not  be  sent 
home  without  her  luggage,  and  they  would  have  to 
make  a  clean  breast  of  the  whole  affair  to  her,  and  beg 
her  to  be  tolerant  with  them.  Cynthia  had  been  very 
plucky  ;  she  had  taken  the  disappointment  of  last  night 
like  a  brick,  and  was  at  the  moment  full  of  hope  for 
the  result  of  the  appointment  at  a  quarter  to  two,  but 
he  felt  that  this  unexpected  blow  would  surely  crush 
her.  It  was  the  death -stroke  to  their  scheme,  and 
entailed  even  more  mortification  than  they  had  origin- 
ally feared.  He  was  at  the  foot  of  the  Champ* 
lillysees,  and  he  sat  staring  at  the  passers-by  with  wide 
eyes — at  the  bonnes,  big  of  bosom,  with  the  broad, 
bright    ribbons    depending   from   their   caps ;    at   the 
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children  with  their  hoops,  and  the  women  in  knicker- 
bockers, flashing  through  the  sunshine  on  their  bicycles. 
Paris  looked  so  light-hearted  that  woe  was  incongruous 
in  it,  but  its  air  of  gaiety  seemed  to  turn  his  empty 
pockets  inside  out. 

Now,  it  happened,  about  half  an  hour  subsequent  to 
his  leaving  the  pension,  that  Cynthia  decided  to  go 
with  her  baby  and  the  nurse  for  a  walk.  Halfway 
down  the  stairs  it  was  perceived  that  something  had 
been  forgotten,  and  she  continued  the  descent  alone. 
To  her  dismay,  she  saw  the  gaunt  figure  of  Madame 
Garin  standing  at  the  office  door,  and  as  she  came 
timorously  down  the  last  flight,  the  proprietress  stood 
at  the  bottom  with  folded  arms  watching  her.  Perhaps 
her  nervousness  was  very  evident,  perhaps  the  other  had 
been  sorrier  for  her  than  she  had  shown,  but  as  the  girl 
reached  the  hall  the  grim  old  woman  moved  towards 
her,  and,  with  a  gesture  that  said  as  plainly  as  words, 
•  Oh,  you  poor  little  soul !'  took  her  face  between  her 
hands,  and  kissed  her  on  the  forehead. 

'  Listen,"*  she  said ;  '  that's  all  right  about  your 
servant's  box.     Be  easy." 
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Cynthia  murmured  a  response  to  her  kindness  with- 
out realizing  what  was  meant,  but  presently  Kent 
became  aware  that  among  the  stream  of  nurses  and 
infants  flowing  up  from  the  Place  de  la  Concorde  were 
his  own  nurse  and  infant,  and  that  Cynthia  accompanied 
them.  She  recognised  him  before  they  reached  the 
bench,  and  coming  over  to  him  with  surprise,  sat  down  ; 
and  then  each  spoke  of  what  the  other  did  not  know. 

'  What  a  half-hour  you  have  had  P  she  cried,  when 
she  understood.     And  he  exclaimed  : 

1  But  the  relief !  Heaven  be  praised  you  came  this 
way  P 

Their  fate  now  hung  once  more  on  what  '  Billy '  Beau- 
fort would  have  to  say,  and  Humphrey  sped  to  the 
rendezvous  with  restored  energy.  By  the  clock  in  the 
middle  of  the  road  it  was  twenty  minutes  to  two  when 
he  reached  the  Cafe  de  la  Paix,  and,  as  before,  it  was 
impossible  for  him  to  take  a  chair.  He  rolled  a  thin 
cigarette  with  a  morsel  of  tobacco  that  remained  in  his 
pouch,  and  paced  his  beat  smoking.  At  two '  Billy '  had 
not  come.  He  had  not  come  at  half-past  two.  Kent 
doubted  if  this  augured  well  for  the  tidings  that  were 
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to  be  communicated,  but  fortified  himself  by  remember- 
ing that  he  awaited  a  man  who  was  rarely  punctual  for 
an  appointment  under  any  circumstances.  Neverthe- 
less, the  later  it  became,  the  worse  the  chance  looked, 
and  when  the  clock  showed  that  the  hour  was  three,  he 
began  to  lose  both  hope  and  patience.  At  a  quarter  to 
four  there  was  still  no  sign  of  Beaufort.  The  watcher's 
feet  ached,  and  the  asphalt  seemed  to  grow  harder, 
and  his  boots  to  get  tighter,  with  every  turn.  A  little 
tobacco-dust  yet  lurked  in  the  corners  of  his  pouch — he 
thanked  God  to  see  it — and  carefully,  as  if  it  had  been 
the  dust  of  gold,  he  shook  it  on  to  a  paper,  and  assuaged 
his  weariness  and  rage  with  another  cigarette.  Beaufort 
meant  the  success  or  the  failure  of  their  plan,  and  while 
he  had  but  scant  expectation  of  his  turning  up  now,  he 
dared  not  go  away.  He  promised  himself  to  go  at  four, 
but  at  four  dreaded  lest  he  might  just  miss  him  by  five 
minutes,  and  determined  to  stop  until  a  quarter  past. 
Despair  had  mastered  him  wholly  M'hen  a  cab  rattled  to 
a  standstill,  and,  forgetting  the  pain  of  his  feet,  he  saw 
6  Billy '  spring  out.  A  glance  at  his  face,  however,  assured 
him  that  he  had  waited  to  no  purpose,  and  after  '  Billy  ' 
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had  made  many  apologies,  and  recounted  a  series  of 
misadventures,  the  point  was  that  he  was  unable  to 
obtain  any  money  until  Saturday  afternoon. 

Kent  dragged  himself  home,  and  Cynthia  and  he  sat 
and  looked  at  each  other  with  bowed  heads. 

'We're  done,'  said  Humphrey,  'and  that's  all 
about  it.  I  must  tell  the  girl  we  can't  pay  our  bills, 
and  are  turned  out.  But  she's  always  been  paid  up 
to  the  present.  What  is  it  to  do  with  her,  after 
all!' 

'  We  won't  be  done  P  declared  Cynthia ;  '  we  won't ! 
Humphrey,  if — if  I  wrote ' 

'  No,  by  Jove  !'  he  said ;  '  I  do  bar  that.  We've  kept 
■our  affairs  from  your  people  all  along,  and  we  won't 
give  ourselves  away  now.  .  .  .  Do  you  mind  very 
much  ?' 

She  did,  but  lied  valiantly. 

'  You're  perfectly  right,'  she  answered ;  '  I  was  a 
coward  to  think  of  it.1 

Kent  squeezed  her  hand. 

'You  are  a  tramp,1  he  said.  'Little  woman,  I've 
another  idea — Turquand  !' 
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She  was  breathless. 

<  Beautiful  !' 

8  If  Turquand  has  got  it,  Turquand  will  part ;  but — 
but  has  he  ?  Anyhow  it's  worth  trying.  Let's  see  :  I 
can  catch  the  post ;  he'll  get  the  letter  in  the  morning ; 
if  he  answered  on  the  instant,  we  could  have  the  money 
to-morrow  night.  Good  Lord !  how  tired  I  am  !  Where's 
the  stationery  F 

He  dashed  off  a  note  begging  his  friend  to  send  him 
five  pounds  ten — or  six  pounds,  if  he  could  manage  to 
spare  so  much — immediately,  and  then  recollected  that 
he  could  not  buy  a  stamp.  There  was  a  ghastly  pause ; 
defeat  confronted  them  again. 

'  There's  nothing  for  it,'  he  said  ;  '  I  must  go  and  ask 
the  Garins.      I'd  post  it  without  one  if  we  were  in 

England,  but  here ' 

He  went  down,  and  left  her  walking  about  the  room 
in  excitement ;  but  the  bureau  was  shut,  and  he  learnt 
that  the  ladies  were  out. 

'Do  you  think  nurse  has  got  one  herself?'  he 
suggested,  coming  back,  'or  —  or  twenty -five  cen- 
times ?* 
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'She  is  out  too.  She  took  baby  ten  minutes  ago. 
.  .  .  Humphrey  P 

6  Another  inspiration  T 

6  The  bottles  P  she  cried  triumphantly,  pointing  to  the 
wardrobe ;  <  there  are  three.' 

On  an  empty  bottle  of  the  wine  which  they  some- 
times boiled  in  the  evening,  two  sous  were  refunded  if  a 
customer  chose  to  give  himself  the  trouble  to  take  it 
back.  They  had  had  occasion  to  acquire  the  knowledge. 
Kent  pulled  the  bottles  out,  and,  after  an  abortive  effort 
to  make  a  parcel  of  them,  caught  up  his  letter  and  ran 
to  the  shop.  He  obtained  thirty  centimes,  bolted  to 
the  post-office,  and  saved  the  mail.  Nothing  could  be 
done  now  but  pray  that  Turquand  might  be  in  a 
position  to  oblige  him. 

In  the  meantime  the  young  woman,  all  unconscious 
of  the  jeopardy  in  which  it  had  been,  packed  her  box 
calmly  in  the  room  behind  their  door,  and  prepared  for 
her  departure  on  Saturday  morning  with  the  composure 
of  one  whose  ticket  and  wages  were  as  good  as  in  her 
purse.  By  Friday  evening  the  box  was  corded  and 
labelled,   and    when   Kent   and    Cvnthia   entered,  and 
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beheld  it  so,  suspense  tightened  its  grip  about  their 
hearts. 

The  mail  would  not  be  delivered  until  about  nine 
o'clock,  and  they  sat  with  tense  nerves,  straining  to  hear 
Etienne,s  heavy  footsteps  on  the  landing  when  they 
judged  the  hour  was  near.  They  had  not  made 
arrangements  yet  where  they  would  remove  to  on  the 
morrow,  and  they  spoke  disjointedly  of  the  necessity. 
Kent  said  it  would  be  desirable  to  have  two  rooms  in 
the  new  place  also,  for  then  they  would  be  able  to  talk 
when  the  baby  was  asleep ;  in  one  room  it  would  be 
awful.  This  assumption  that  the  nurse  would  not  be 
with  them  was  followed  by  intensified  misgivings,  and 
in  imagination  both  saw  her  sitting  on  her  tin  box, 
with  her  bonnet  on,  while  they  faltered  to  her  that, 
after  all,  she  could  not  go. 

'  If  it  comes  in  the  morning,  you  know/  he  said,  at 
the  end  of  a  long  silence, '  it  will  be  in  time.  Her  train 
doesn't  start  till  ten."' 

'  Y-e-s/  said  Cynthia ;  '  she  expects  it  to-night.  .  .  . 
Is  that  someone  coming  upstairs  ?' 

'  Nobody ,"*   answered   Kent,   listening    intently.  .  .  . 
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'  No ;  her  train  doesn't  start  till  ten.  I  don't  think,  in 
point  of  fact,  that  we  can  look  for  it  to-night.  You 
see ' 

1  We  needn't  give  tip  if  it  hasn't  come  when  we  go 
to  bed.' 

1  No  ;  that's  what  I  mean.  One  must  allow  for — 
hark !  .  .  .  no ;  it's  nothing — one  must  allow  for  him 
having  to ' 

Cynthia  uttered  a  cry. 

*  It  is !     Come  in — entrez — yes  P 

Etienne  appeared. 

'  A  letter  for  monsieur  P 

Kent  snatched  it  from  his  hand  ;  it  was  from  Tur- 
quand.  He  tore  it  open.  Postal  orders  for  six  pounds 
— brilliant  and  blue,  the  colour  of  hope — dazzled  their 
eyes.     In  pencil  was  scribbled  : 

1  Here  you  are,  sonny  ! — Yours  ever,  Turk.' 

Cynthia  gave  a  hysterical  laugh.     They  were  saved. 

Ten  minutes  later,  after  she  had  blessed  Turquand 
and  her  eyes  were  dried,  she  opened  the  door  of  the 
adjoining  room  with  great  dignity,  and  said : 
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6  By  the  way,  nurse,  I  had  better  give  you  your 
money  now.  You  can  change  enough  postal  orders  for 
your  ticket,  you  know,  opposite  the  station/ 

Then  she  came  back  radiant,  and  Kent  said  salvation 
must  be  celebrated,  and,  as  their  cab  next  day  wouldn't 
cost  ten  shillings,  they  would  go  out  on  the  boulevards, 
and  drink  Turquand's  health ;  and  he  could  buy  some 
tobacco  on  the  way. 

They  were,  compared  with  what  their  state  of  mind 
had  been,  supremely  contented  now  that  the  danger  of 
their  servant  witnessing  their  disgrace  was  over ;  and  in 
the  morning,  when  they  had  bidden  her  good-bye,  and 
watched  her  drive  away,  and  their  misfortunes  were 
nobody's  business  but  their  own,  they  drew  such  a 
breath  of  thanksgiving  that  they  might  just  have 
inherited  a  fortune. 

Cynthia's  trunks,  and  Humphrey's,  and  his  hat-box, 
and  the  dressing-case  which  somebody  had  given  to  the 
girl  as  a  wedding-present,  were  drawn  together  in  a 
corner  of  the  room  to  be  left  behind ;  and,  with  inter- 
mittent attentions  to  the  baby,  they  stored  their  toilet 
articles,  and  all  the  linen  it  would  hold,  in  the  hand-bag 
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which  was  to  be  taken  with  them.  The  bassinet  was 
already  shut  up,  and  sewn  in  its  canvas  wrapper ;  and 
the  blankets,  and  such  of  the  child's  clothing  as  would 
not  go  in  its  box,  had  been  packed  downstairs  in  the 
perambulator.  There  was  nothing  further  to  do  but 
to  put  the  oatmeal,  and  the  saucepan,  and  a  few  other 
infantile  necessaries,  in  a  basket  before  they  went ;  and, 
leaving  Cynthia  to  collect  these,  Kent  hastened  out  to 
obtain  accommodation  at  a  hotel.  He  went  first  to 
the  one  where  they  had  stayed  on  their  arrival,  which 
was  close  at  hand  ;  but  all  the  communicating  rooms 
were  occupied,  and  he  was  forced  to  try  somewhere  else. 
Jordan,  who  had  done  '  Turf  Topics '  for  The  World 
and  his  Wife,  had  once  mentioned  a  place  to  him  in 
the  Rue  de  Constantinople  as  being  cheap  and  comfort- 
able, and  he  bent  his  steps  there  impatiently,  regretting 
that  they  had  not  made  their  arrangements  earlier. 
The  mother  had  intended  to  see  to  the  matter,  so  as  to 
make  sure  that  everything  was  healthy,  and  that  there 
was  not  a  draught  from  the  window,  and  the  rest  of  it, 
but,  being  so  worried,  she  had  put  it  off. 

When  he  reached  the  address  in  the  Rue  de  Con- 
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stan tinople,  he  was  not  favourably  impressed.  The 
terms  were  low,  but  the  proprietress  seemed  so,  too ; 
and,  though  her  manner  was  jovial  enough,  and  the 
place  looked  clean,  he  hesitated  to  settle  with  her. 
After  he  had  essayed  an  hotel  in  the  Rue  des  Sceurs 
Filandieres,  at  which  he  was  obliged  to  own  the  rate 
was  higher  than  he  was  prepared  to  pay,  he  decided 
that  he  had  been  hypercritical,  and  went  back ;  but, 
as  ill-luck  would  have  it,  the  woman  had  let  the  apart- 
ments she  had  shown  him  five  minutes  after  he  had 
gone  away.  It  was  mi-careme,  and  the  streets  were 
beginning  to  be  blocked  by  sightseers.  He  remembered 
that  Cynthia  would  be  sitting  anxiously  in  the  chaotic 
bedroom,  wondering  why  he  was  gone  so  long ;  and, 
hurrying  through  the  crowd,  he  returned  to  the  Rue 
des  Sceurs  Filandieres,  and  said  he  had  changed  his 
mind. 

He  was  glad  when  he  had  done  so.  It  was  only  for 
a  week,  perhaps  for  less ;  and  there  was  a  chambermaid 
who  declared  she  would  be  willing  to  assist  madame 
with  the  little  one  when  she  could,  since  madame  found 
herself  temporarily  without  a  bonne.     She  had  a  cock 
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eve,  but  seemed  to  have  a  good  heart,  and  Kent  assured 
her  that  any  extra  services  she  might  render  should  not 
go  unrewarded. 

He  regained  the  pension  as  quickly  as  possible,  and 
instructed  the  waiter  to  send  at  once  for  a  cab  con- 
structed to  carry  luggage  on  the  roof.  Cynthia  was  in 
a  chair,  with  the  baby  on  her  lap,  and  looked  up 
eagerly.  On  the  table  was  a  tray  with  luncheon,  for 
which  she  would  have  been  unable  to  go  down,  even 
if  she  had  had  the  audacity;  and  she  explained  that 
Madame  Garin,  finding  that  she  did  not  appear,  had 
sent  it  up  to  her  unasked.  Cynthia  had  not  been 
hungry,  but  that  was  very  nice  of  her.  They  were  not 
entitled  to  the  dejeuner  to-day. 

The  little  basket  was  now  ready,  and  Kent  cast  a 
gloomy  glance  at  the  impedimenta  to  be  detained, 
questioning  if  he  could  manage  to  disburse  more  than 
three  francs  among  the  servants.  Almost  at  the  same 
moment  there  was  a  knock,  and  Etienne  entered. 

'  I  have  called  a  cab,"  he  announced  surlily.  '  The 
mistress  says  there  is  no  need  for  a  voiture-en-galerie, 
because  monsieur  cannot  take  his  trunks.'' 
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The  colour  fell  from  their  faces,  and  for  a  second  they 
remained  mute  and  stock-still. 

I  Oh  yes,1  stammered  Kent  at  last,  *  we  are  leaving 
our  heaviest  trunks  ;  we  are  going  to  send  for  them. 
But  it  is  necessary,  all  the  same.  I  will  speak  to  Madame 
Garin.1 

He  found  her  erect  in  the  hall  in  her  favourite  posi- 
tion, her  arms  folded  across  her  flat  breast.  Her  face 
was  as  pale  as  his  own,  and  her  eyes  were  angry.  He 
looked  at  her  amazed. 

I I  don't  understand  your  message,  madame,1  he  mur- 
mured. '  I  "  cannot  have  a  voiture-en-galerie "?  But 
it  is  for  the  things  you  have  allowed  P 

'  Not  at  all,'  she  exclaimed.  '  What,"  then,  do  you 
suppose  you  will  remove  from  my  house,  monsieur? 
You  will  take  "  what  I  have  allowed"?  But  for  that 
you  need  no  voiture-en-galerie.     My  God  P 

*  Pray  speak  quietly,1  he  implored.  '  See,  there's  the 
baby-carriage  over  there ;  and  there's  the  box  and 
bassinet !  Of  course  they  must  go  on  the  roof ;  we 
can't  put  them  inside.1 

'  Never  in  life,1  she  answered  ;  '  I  have  not  permitted 
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you  to  take  such  things.  All  is  said ;  I  will  not  talk 
with  you.  I  will  carefully  watch  what  you  take,  be 
certain  !     Fetch  your  things  down.' 

1  Do  you  mean  to  say,"  muttered  Kent  with  dry  lips, 
*  that  you  refuse  at  the  last  moment  to  let  us  take  the 
child's  bassinet  T 

'  I  have  never  consented  to  it.     You  lie  P 

*  Good  Lord  P  he  said.  '  Isn  t  Mademoiselle  Garin  at 
home  ?     I  want  to  see  mademoiselle — where  is  she  ? 

'  My  daughter  is  out.  No  ;  you  will  not  take  the 
bassinet,  and  you  will  not  take  the  perambulator.  You 
will  take  what  you  can  carry  in  the  hand,  and  nothing 
else." 

1  The  perambulator  we  must  have,'  he  insisted.  *  If 
you  keep  the  bassinet,  you  must  let  us  have  the 
perambulator.  The  child's  bedding  and  half  its  clothes 
are  in  it.' 

*  Never  P  she  repeated,  and  hugged  herself  deter- 
minedly. 

*  You  have  had  my  acknowledgment  of  the  debt,  and 
then  you  repudiate  the  agreement,"'  said  Kent,  trembling 
with  passion.     '  It  is  very  honest,  such  behaviour  P 
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' "  Honest T  she  echoed.  'Ha!  ha!  ha!  it  was 
perhaps  "  honest "  that  you  came  here  with  your  wife, 
and  your  little  one,  and  your  nurse,  to  live  in  my 
house,  and  eat  at  my  table,  and  do  not  pay  me  for 
it.  You  are  a  thief,  monsieur — you  are  a  rogue  and  a 
thief!1 

His  fingers  twitched  to  smash  some  man  in  the 
face. 

'And  the  box?"'  he  gasped,  fighting  for  the  ground 
inch  by  inch.     '  Do  you  allow  that  T 

'  Never,  never,  never  V  Unlike  her  daughter,  she  did 
not  speak  English,  and  her  yellow  teeth  were  clenched 
upon  her  furious  6  nevers.'  '  Go  and  fetch  your  things, 
I  say  r 

He  went  up  slowly  with  weak  knees.  Cynthia  was 
standing  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  pale  and  frightened. 
She  had  her  hat  on,  and  the  baby,  dressed  for  the 
streets,  was  clasped  in  her  arms. 

'  She  won't  let  the  luggage  go,1  said  Kent  hoarsely. 
*  God  knows  what's  come  to  her — /  don't  !  Perhaps 
she  thinks  we  were  trying  to  get  more  out  than  was 
arranged;  but  she  swears  now  she  promised  nothing. 
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Come  on ;  it's  no  good  waiting.     There's  a  cab  at  the 
door  ;  let's  go.     I'll  bring  the  small  things  down.' 

I  But — but  what  shall  we  do  ?'  said  the  girl,  with 
agitation.  'Humphrey,  baby  must  have  his  things; 
it's  impossible  to  do  without  them.  Oh,  this  is 
awful !' 

*  Awful  or  not,  we  must  put  up  with  it.  For  Heaven's 
sake,  let's  get  out  of  the  damned  place  as  quickly  as 
we  can !  Where  were  the  most  important  things 
put?' 

I I  don't  know ;  they  are  everywhere,"  she  declared 
tremulously.  '  I  want  the  basket  when  we  get  in  ;  but 
afterwards  I  want  the  box,  and  the  bedding — I  want 
everything  of  baby's.     She  must  be  a  perfect  wretch  P 

He  seized  the  basket  and  the  hand-bag,  and  they 
descended  the  stairs,  the  baby  crying  loudly,  and  the 
tears  dripping  down  the  girl's  cheeks  as  she  strove  in- 
effectually to  hush  it.  Fortunately,  the  boarders  had 
all  gone  to  see  the  procession  ;  but  Madame  Garin  was 
still  where  Kent  had  left  her,  and  Etienne,  and  the 
chambermaid,  and  the  Italian  waiter,  suppressing  a 
smile,  stood  watching  about  the  hall.     In  an  agony  of 

vol.  n.  18 
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shame  that  seemed  as  if  it  would  suffocate  her,  Cynthia 
slunk  past  them  to  the  cab,  her  head  bent  low  over  the 
child,  and,  the  driver  opening  the  door,  fell,  rather  than 
sank,  on  to  the  seat.  Kent  made  to  follow  her  immedi- 
ately, but  this  was  not  to  be.  Madame  Garin,  stopping 
him,  demanded  that  he  should  display  the  contents  of 
the  bag ;  and  then  ensued  a  scene  in  which  she  was  not 
a  woman  any  longer,  but  a  mouthing,  shrieking  harridan. 
Remonstrance  was  futile.  Collars,  stockings,  handker- 
chiefs, slippers,  were  wrested  from  him  piece  by  piece, 
and  flung  upon  the  office  floor,  while  she  loaded  him 
with  invective,  and  the  servants  nudged  one  another 
and  grinned.  Kent  clung  to  the  basket  like  grim  death, 
but  the  hand-bag,  when  she  threw  it  back  at  his  feet  at 
length,  had  been  emptied  of  so  much  that  he  dreaded 
to  guess  what  was  left  in  it.  He  picked  it  up  without 
a  word,  and,  more  dead  than  alive,  strode  through  the 
hall,  and  leapt  into  the  cab.  Even  then  the  ordeal  was 
not  quite  over.  As  the  man  mounted  to  the  box,  a 
woman  approached  with  whom  they  had  become  rather 
friendly  in  the  house,  and,  seeing  Humphrey  getting  in 
with  the  bag  in  his  hand,  came  to  the  cab-window,  and 
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put  amiable  and  maddening  questions  as  to  where  they 
were  going  and  when  they  were  coming  back.  Kent 
was  voiceless,  but  Cynthia  leant  forward  and  replied, 
and,  in  the  midst  of  his  misery  and  abasement,  he  ad- 
mired his  wife  for  the  composure  she  could  contrive  to 
simulate  in  such  a  moment. 

On  reaching  the  hotel  it  was  necessary  to  invent 
some  story  to  account  for  the  absence  of  luggage,  and 
Kent  remarked  as  carelessly  as  he  could  manage  that  it 
would  arrive  on  the  morrow.  He  had  ordered  luncheon 
to  be  ready  for  them,  not  knowing  that  Cynthia  would 
get  any  at  the  pension,  and  in  the  room  intended  for 
her  and  the  boy  a  fire  had  been  lighted.  She  flew  to 
the  basket,  and  boiled  some  oatmeal  while  Humphrey 
endeavoured  to  soothe  the  mite,  whose  meal  the  dis- 
turbance had  delayed,  and  who  cried  as  if  he  would 
never  be  pacified  any  more.  "When  the  food  was 
cooked  at  last,  and  something  like  order  was  restored, 
the  lunch  was  allowed  to  be  brought  up,  the  filet  over- 
done, and  the  potato-chips  hard  and  stiff.  However, 
after  what  they  had  gone  through,  it  tasted  to  them 
delicious  ;  and  emboldened  by  the  knowledge  that  there 
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would  be  no  bill  to  discharge  for  a  week,  Kent  told  the 
waiter  to  take  away  the  claret  which  was  included  in 
the  cost,  and  to  bring  them  a  bottle  of  burgundy. 
The  wine  put  heart  into  them  both,  and  as  their  fatigue 
passed,  they  drew  their  chairs  to  one  of  the  windows, 
the  doors  of  which  had  been  laid  back,  and  found 
courage  to  discuss  the  situation,  while  they  gazed  upon 
the  little  ornamental  garden  at  the  corner  of  the  street 
below. 

The  baby  slept,  tucked  in  the  quilt  of  the  high  big 
bed,  and  Cynthia  said  that  by-and-by  he  must  be  put 
inside  for  the  night  in  the  frock  he  wore.  Every 
minute  revealed  some  further  deficiency.  They  opened 
the  bag,  and  they  had  neither  brushes,  nor  sponges,  and 
but  a  single  comb.  Yet  she  laughed  again,  for  in- 
stinctively she  realized  that  she  was  at  the  apex  of  her 
opportunity,  that  in  such  a  crisis  a  wife  must  be  either 
a  solace  or  an  affliction,  and  whatever  happened  to 
them  during  the  rest  of  their  lives,  there  would  always 
be  moments  when  he  looked  back  at  their  experiences 
in  Paris  and  remembered  how  she  had  behaved.  As 
they  sat  there  beside  the  open  window,  with  the  re- 
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mainder  of  the  bottle  of  burgundy  between  them,  and 
a  smile  forced  to  her  lips,  the  Philistine  might  have 
been  a  Bohemian  born  and  bred,  and,  as  he  had  done  in 
the  cab,  Kent  silently  marvelled  at  her  pluck. 

By  the  time  the  dinner  was  laid  their  nerves  were 
almost  as  equable  as  their  speech.  But  this  renewed 
calmness  received  a  sudden  shock.  It  was  the  rule  of 
the  proprietress,  they  were  told  politely,  to  ask  for  a 
deposit  from  strangers,  and  she  would  be  obliged  if 
Monsieur  Kent  would  let  her  have  twenty  or  thirty 
francs,  purely  as  a  matter  of  form. 

Cynthia  started  painfully,  and  Kent  refastened  the 
paper  of  his  cigarette  before  he  answered. 

1  Certainly,'  he  said.  '  Is  thirty  francs  enough  ?  Fve 
only  a  cheque  in  my  pocket,  but  tell  madame  I'll  give 
her  the  money  to-night.1 

When  the  waiter  had  withdrawn,  he  and  Cynthia 
looked  at  each  other  aghast.  Their  breathing-space 
had  been  brief.  They  knew  that  their  having  no 
luggage  had  made  the  woman  suspicious  of  them,  and 
that,  unless  they  were  to  be  turned  out  here  as  well, 
almost  before  they  were  in,  the  thirty  francs  must  be 
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found  for  her.  Dinner  had  to  be  eaten,  lest  they 
should  appear  discomfited  by  the  message;  but  the 
coffee  was  no  sooner  swallowed  than  Kent  prepared  to  go 
out.  Swearing  to  the  girl  that  he  would  obtain  two  or 
three  louis  before  they  slept,  and  reminding  her  that  if 
Beaufort's  expectations  had  been  fulfilled  he  would  now 
be  in  a  position  to  let  them  have  much  more,  he  left 
her,  and  went  to  search  for  '  Billy '  among  his  various 
haunts.  The  streets  were  thronged,  and  in  his  im- 
patience the  slowness  of  progression  permitted  by  the 
mob  infuriated  him.  All  Paris  seemed  to  have  surged 
on  to  the  boulevards,  filling  the  pavements  and  the 
road,  and  playing  the  fool.  He  pushed  forward  as  best 
he  could,  and  tried  the  Grand,  in  the  faint  hope  either 
that  the  other  might  be  dining  there,  or  that  something 
could  be  learnt  of  his  movements,  but  he  was  able  to 
ascertain  nothing.  After  all,  he  thought,  it  would  have 
been  wiser  to  have  inquired  at  the  bar  in  the  Rue  Saint - 
Honore,  and  he  now  retraced  his  steps,  pressing 
through  the  crowd  in  the  direction  of  the  Madeleine, 
impeded  and  pelted  with  confetti  at  every  yard.  At  the 
corner  of  the  Rue  Caumartin  a  clown  in  scarlet  satin 
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thrust  a  pasteboard  nose  into  his  face.  Kent  cursed  him 
and  shoved  him  aside,  and  the  buffoon  span  into  the  arms 
of  a  couple  of  shop-girls,  who  received  him  with  shrill 
screams.  The  concourse  appeared  to  grow  noisier  and 
more  impenetrable  each  moment.  It  was  the  first  mi- 
careme  celebration  the  young  man  had  witnessed,  and 
with  fever  in  his  veins,  and  wretchedness  in  every  fibre 
of  him,  this  carnival  confusion,  with  its  horseplay  and 
hindrance,  was  maddening.  The  gaslight  sparkled  with 
the  rain  of  coloured  discs — they  were  pitched  into  his 
eyes  and  his  ears  as  he  struggled  on — the  asphalt  was 
soft  and  heavy  with  them.  When  he  reached  the  Made- 
leine things  were  better,  but  at  the  buffet  Beaufort  had 
not  been  seen  since  five  o'clock.  Somebody  there  believed 
he  had  an  appointment  at  nine  at  the  Cafe  de  la  Paix. 
Kent  plunged  into  the  throng  again,  and  fought  his 
way  steadily  until  the  cafe  was  gained.  The  figure  he 
sought  was  in  none  of  the  rooms.  He  proceeded  in 
turn  to  all  the  principal  cafes  on  the  boulevards,  and  in 
one  he  descried  Jordan,  whom  he  buttonholed  eagerly. 
Yes,  Jordan  had  met  Beaufort  this  evening.  Beanfoit 
had   said    that  later   on  he  might  go  to  the  Moulin 
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Rouge.  This  was  a  clue,  at  least,  and  Kent  tramped  on 
wearily  until  the  glittering  sails  of  the  windmill  re- 
volved in  view.  The  price  of  admission  had  been  raised 
to-night,  but  he  could  not  hesitate.  The  dancing  had 
already  commenced  when  he  entered,  and  here  two- 
thirds  of  the  assembly  ran  about  in  carnival  attire.  A 
quadrille  was  going  on,  and  in  different  parts  of  the 
ballroom  three  sets  of  dancers  were  enclosed  by 
vociferous  spectators,  while  the  band  brayed  a  tuneless 
measure.  His  gaze  roved  among  the  company  vainly, 
and  he  fancied  he  would  make  his  examination  better 
when  the  sets  broke  up.  The  ill-dressed  women,  with 
their  skirts  and  petticoats  lifted  to  their  shoulders, 
looked  like  factory  hands  as  they  lumped  perfunctorily 
to  and  fro  over  the  floor.  Momentarily  a  mechanical 
smile  would  lighten  the  gloom  of  their  excessive  plain- 
ness ;  at  long  intervals,  spurred  to  energy  by  the  cries 
of  the  audience,  one  of  them  would  give  a  kick  higher 
than  ordinary,  or  jerk  a  bit  of  argot  to  her  vis-a-vis ; 
but  for  the  most  part  the  performers  appeared  as  spirit- 
less as  marionettes,  and  the  air  of  gaiety  and  of  interest 
was  entirely  confined  to  those  who  looked  on. 
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It  was  midnight  when  Beaufort  was  encountered,  and 
he  was  partially  drunk.  Humphrey  caught  him  by  the 
arm,  and  heard  that  his  business  had  not  been  completed 
to-day,  but  was — once  more — certain  for  '  next  week.'1 
Completed  or  not,  however,  Kent  had  to  have  money, 
and  he  made  the  circumstances  of  the  case  clear,  a  task 
which,  in  his  companion's  condition,  was  somewhat 
difficult.  He  said  they  were  in  new  quarters,  penniless, 
and  the  woman  demanded  a  deposit ;  their  luggage  was 
detained  at  the  pension,  and  could  not  be  recovered 
unless  he  paid  the  Gai-ins'  bill,  or,  at  all  events,  a  sub- 
stantial portion  of  it.  In  the  meanwhile,  they  possessed 
literally  nothing,  and  a  good  round  sum  on  account  of 
his  claim  was  absolutely  essential.  'Billy'  was  very 
grieved  by  the  recital.  He  answered  that  he  could  lend 
him — twenty  francs  ;  and  repeated  with  emotion  that '  he 
never  deserted  a  pal.1  In  the  end  Kent  extracted  fifty, 
and,  secretly  relieved  even  by  this,  but  dog-tired,  dragged 
himself  down  the  Rue  Blanche  towards  the  hotel. 

Cynthia  was  waiting  up  for  him,  and  reading  a  sheet 
of  an  old  newspaper,  that  had  lined  one  of  the  drawers, 
to  keep  herself  awake.     She  learnt   the   result  of  his 
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expedition  with  gratitude.  They  could  now  give  the 
proprietress  what  she  wanted,  and  out  of  the  remaining 
louis  would  be  able  to  buy  a  hairbrush  and  one  or  two 
other  immediate  necessaries  in  the  morning.  She  kissed 
him,  and  retired  to  the  next  bedroom,  where  she  prayed 
that  the  child  would  allow  her  a  good  night,  and  Kent, 
whose  fatigue  was  so  great  that  it  was  a  labour  to  un- 
dress, bade  her  call  him  if  there  should  be  any  need  for 
his  assistance.  It  seemed  but  a  few  minutes  afterwards 
when  he  was  startled  back  to  consciousness  by  the  baby's 
crying,  and,  listening  in  the  darkness,  he  heard  Cynthia 
moving  about.  Blundering  to  the  door  with  half- 
opened  eyes,  he  found  her  attempting  to  quiet  the  boy 
and  to  heat  some  food  at  the  same  time,  and  the  weari- 
ness of  her  aspect  made  his  heart  bleed.  The  fire, 
which  had  been  built  up  to  last  until  the  chambermaid's 
entrance,  had  gone  out,  and  rocking  the  child  on  her 
lap  with  one  hand,  with  the  other  the  girl,  semi-nude, 
held  a  saucepan  over  the  flame  of  a  candle.  She 
rebuked  him  for  coming  in,  for,  '  poor  fellow  !  he  must 
be  so  tired/  He  took  the  saucepan  from  her,  and,  fetch- 
ing the  candle  from  his  own  apartment,  held  the  food  to 
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warm  over  the  two,  while  maternity  paced  the  floor.  A 
clock  in  the  distance  told  them  the  hour  was  three.  At 
last  a  tremor  stirred  the  placid  surface  of  the  milk. 
The  baby  was  fed,  and  coaxed  to  repose  again,  and, 
oblivious  now  of  everything  but  the  desire  to  sleep, 
they  dropped  upon  their  beds  and  slept. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

*  Good-morning,  monsieur.     Here  is  your  chocolate.' 

'  Ah,  thank  you  !  Put  it  down.  And  madam e,  has 
hers  been  taken  in  ?' 

*  Oh,  madame  had  hers  three  hours  ago.  .  .  .  Look, 
it  is  a  beautiful  day,  monsieur  V 

Then,  when  the  waiter  had  let  sunshine  between  the 
window-curtains  and  withdrawn,  Kent  would  rise,  and 
find  Cynthia  busy  and  hot,  and  either  stirring  more 
food  over  the  fire  or  preparing  the  boy's  bath.  After- 
wards she  would  carry  him  into  the  little  enclosure 
opposite,  and,  what  with  her  unfamiliarity  with  a  nurse's 
duties  and  the  makeshifts  she  was  put  to,  it  often 
seemed  to  her  that  this  was  the  only  time  that  she  was 
able  to  sit  down  until  evening  came. 

Their  meals,  as  on  the  day  of  their  arrival,  were  all 


A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  PHILISTINES    77 

served  in  Kent's  bedroom ;  but  just  as  he  was  taking  his 
seat  at  the  luncheon-table,  the  baby,  who  was  feverish 
and  fretful,  would  surely  cry,  and  she  would  be  obliged 
to  call  out  that  Humphrey  was  not  to  wait  for  her. 
For  dinner,  she  made  desperate  efforts.  Before  this 
the  child  was  bathed  once  more,  and  supposed  to  be 
already  asleep ;  and  then  further  oatmeal  had  to  be 
stirred  and  carefully  watched  for  five-and-twenty 
minutes,  an  operation  that  entailed  burning  cheeks  and 
occasionally  despair,  for  the  saucepan  had  a  habit  of 
boiling  over  without  the  slightest  warning,  and  requiring 
to  be  filled  and  stirred  for  twenty-five  minutes  again. 
When  the  task  was  accomplished,  there  followed  a 
hurried  attempt  to  make  herself  look  cool  and  nice 
before  the  soup  appeared — for  Kent  was  apt  to  be 
irritable  if  she  was  not  ready — and  if  she  had  succeeded, 
and  the  baby  did  not  wake  at  the  very  last  moment 
and  prevent  her  going  in  after  all,  the  dinner-hour  was 
very  agreeable. 

Thanks  to  the  chambermaid,  they  had  been  able  to 
dispense  with  the  tallow  candles  at  sixpence  each,  and 
had  obtained  a  lamp,  which  was  much  more  cheerful. 
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The  '  vin  compris'  had  turned  out  to  be  rather  good, 
too,  and  after  the  appalling  meals  at  the  pension  the 
cuisine  struck  them  as  quite  first-rate.  Not  infrequently, 
when  the  coffee  was  brought  in,  they  sent  down  for 
liqueurs,  and  their  evenings,  despite  the  worry  of  the 
day,  and  their  ignorance  where  the  money  was  coming 
from  to  pay  the  bill,  were  very  jolly. 

Beaufort's  expectations  were  still  unrealized.  On 
Tuesday  he  was  certain  '  things  would  be  right  on 
Thursday,'  and  on  Thursday,  with  undiminished  confi- 
dence, he  repeated, '  Early  in  the  week/  The  proprietress 
of  the  hotel  was  a  huge  red  woman,  who  had  been  a 
low-class  domestic  servant.  The  '  gracious  service  un- 
expressed' by  which  she  had  attained  her  present 
prosperity,  the  squinting  chambermaid  did  not  know, 
and  she  added,  with  a  grin  and  a  grimace,  that  it  was 
really  very  difficult  to  conjecture  it.  The  flaming 
countenance  and  belligerent  eye  of  the  '  missis '  would 
assuredly  have  scared  Kent  from  the  door,  under  the 
circumstances,  if  she  had  been  visible  when  he  came 
there  to  arrange,  and  on  Friday  night  he  slept  uneasily. 
She  delivered  the  bill  next  morning  at  nine  o'clock,  and 
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at  twelve  sent  him  a  message  that  she  desired  it  settled 
at  once.  His  interview  with  her  was  eminently  un- 
pleasant, and  on  Monday,  when  the  fire  for  the  child 
was  not  laid,  and  Cynthia  inquired  the  reason,  she 
learnt  that  the  woman  had  forbidden  the  servant  to  take 
up  any  fuel. 

But  for  Nanette,  their  position  would  now  have  been 
untenable.  She  smuggled  wood  to  the  room,  pacified 
her  mistress  by  the  recital  of  purely  imaginary  tele- 
grams she  had  picked  up  on  Monsieur  Kent's  floor, 
and  wound  up  by  squeezing  Cynthia's  hand  one  after- 
noon, and  offering  to  bring  down  some  money  she  had 
saved  out  of  her  wages.  This  was  the  last  straw. 
Cynthia  put  her  arms  round  her  neck  and  kissed  her  ; 
and  when  Humphrey  came  home,  and  she  told  him 
what  had  happened,  they  both  felt  that  to  have  to 
decline  such  a  loan,  and  wish  it  could  be  accepted, 
was  about  the  deepest  humiliation  to  which  it  was 
possible  people  could  sink.  They  were  mistaken,  but 
it  was  the  lowest  point  which  they  themselves  were 
called  upon  to  touch.  The  day  following,  Beaufort 
wired,  asking  Humphrey  to  meet  him  at  the  Cabaret 
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Lyonnais,  and  gave  him  a  little  dinner  at  a  moderate 
price  than  which  no  one  in  the  world  need  wish  to 
eat  a  better.  'Billy'  had  not  had  his  loan  made 
yet — that,  he  said  buoyantly,  was  <  certain  for  next 
week' — but  he  had  had  a  lucky  night  at  baccarat, 
and  after  the  benedictine  he  pulled  a  bundle  of 
notes  out  on  to  the  table  of  the  shabby  restaurant, 
and,  disclaiming  any  thanks,  paid  what  he  owed  in  full. 
With  a  cigar  in  his  mouth  and  delight  bubbling  in  his 
veins,  Kent  jumped  into  a  cab,  and,  having  rattled 
to  the  Rue  des  Sceurs  Filandieres,  threw  their  receipt 
and  the  rest  of  his  arrears  into  Cynthia's  lap.  She 
nearly  dropped  the  baby  with  astonishment,  and  though 
they  were  unable  to  go  out  anywhere,  it  was  perhaps 
the  liveliest  night  they  had  spent  in  Paris.  After 
adding  together  the  Garins'  account,  and  the  cost  of 
their  return,  and  a  present  to  Nanette,  it  was  momen- 
tarily disconcerting  to  perceive  how  few  of  the  notes 
would  be  left;  but  the  relief  was  so  enormous  that 
their  spirits  speedily  rose  again,  and,  extravagant  as 
it  was,  they  ordered  champagne,  and  invited  the 
chambermaid  in  to  drink  some  of  it. 
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Kent  recovered  their  luggage  the  next  morning,  and 
the  morning  after  that  they  departed  for  London, 
having  heard  in  the  meanwhile  that  the  Walfords 
could  easily  put  them  up  until  No.  64  was  in  readiness 
for  them.  The  journey  without  a  nurse  was  awkward, 
and  though  it  had  been  essential  to  go  to  the  Walfords' 
on  arrival,  Kent  was  secretly  chagrined  to  reflect  that 
explanations  would  have  to  be  forthcoming  of  her 
absence.  Compared  with  the  crossing  from  Newhaven, 
this  passage,  to  Cynthia,  who  had  to  remain  below 
all  the  time,  was  a  long  voyage,  and  when  at  last 
they  reached  Victoria,  she  felt  that  she  would  have 
given  a  good  deal  to  be  going  into  the  Grosvencr 
Hotel.  Strawberry  Hill  was  gained  about  nine  o'clock, 
and  Kent  found  the  house  a  pathetic  descent  from 
The  Hawthorns.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  "Walford,  however, 
were  not  unamiable,  and  as  they  did  not  refer  to  the 
nurse's  absence  otherwise  than  by  inquiring  presently 
how  soon  he  expected  to  obtain  another,  he  concluded 
that  his  wife  had  anticipated  their  surprise,  and  dis- 
counted it  more  or  less  dexterously  in  her  letters. 

'So  the  paper  was  a  failure?1  said  Walford,  when 
vol.  ii.  19 
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the  excitement  of  the  entrance  had  subsided.  'Ohr 
well,  you  will  be  able  to  get  something  to  do  here, 
I  dare  say,  before  long.  What  do  you  think  of  the 
place  ?     Not  so  bad,  eh  P1 

*  Not  bad  at  all,1  said  Kent — '  very  pretty  !  That 
was  awful  news,  sir.  I  was  infernally  sorry  to  hear 
about  it.     Might  have  been  worse,  though — a  good  deal.' 

6  Ups  and  downs,1  said  the  jobber ;  '  we'll  get  square 
at  the  finish.  Grin  and  bear  it,  Louisa,  old  girL 
You'll  always  have  enough  to  eat.1 

Mrs.  Walford  laughed  constrainedly.  She  did  not 
relish  allusion  to  their  reverses;  it  appeared  to  her 
insult  added  to  injury. 

*  I  don't  think  we've  either  of  us  much  cause  to 
grieve,1  she  answered.  '  We're  very  comfortable  here, 
don't  you  think  so,  Humphrey  ?  There  are  such  nice 
people  in  the  neighbourhood,  Cynthia — people  who 
move  in  the  best  society,  and — hee !  hee !  hee  ! — we  are 
making  quite  a  fashionable  circle ;  we  are  out  almost 
every  night.  Well,  I  don't  hear  much  about  Paris. 
Did  you  have  a  jolly  time  ?' 

<  We    went    everywhere   and    saw    everything,'   said 
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Cynthia.  *  Humphrey  got  no  end  of  tickets,  and — 
well,  yes,  Paris  is  lovely.' 

'Why  "well,  yes"  ?' 

'  Well,  of  course,  the  paper's  stopping  was  an  anxiety 
to  us,  mamma.     Naturally.     How's  Aunt  Emily  ?' 

'  Emily  writes  us  once  a  week,  acknowledging  the 
receipt  of  her  allowance.  How  she  is  I  really  can't 
tell  you ;  she  says  very  little  more  than  that  she  has 
received  the  money.  She  is  living  in  apartments  in 
Brunswick  Square,  and  I  believe  she  is  very  glad  she 
is  alone,  /am,  I  can  tell  you.  She  has  become  very 
sour,  Emily  has.' 

1  Apartments  in  Brunswick  Square  aren't  so  remark- 
ably cheap,'  observed  Kent.  'Aunt  Emily  must  be 
expensive,  mater  ?' 

'  Well,  she  has — er — one  room.  It's  a  nice  large 
room,  I  understand,  and  quite  enough  for  one  person, 
I'm  sure.  There  was  no  occasion  for  her  to  take  a 
suite ;  she  isn't  going  to  give  any  parties.' 

'  No  occasion  whatever,'  he  rejoined.  '  A  bedroom 
can  be  very  cosy  when  the  lamp  is  lighted  and  there's 
a  bottle  of  wine  on  the  table,  can't  it,  Cynthia  ?' 
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'  She  won't  have  any  bottles  of  wine.  What  are 
you  thinking  of?'  said  Mrs.  Walford.  cNot  but  what 
she  could  afford  wine/  she  added  hastily  ;  ■  but  it  doesn't 
agree  with  her ;  it  never  did.  I  suppose  you  know 
that  Caesar  is  still  in  Germany  ?  He  has  settled  there. 
If  there  are  moments  when  I  feel  "  out  of  it "  in  spite 
of  the  company  we  see  in  Strawberry  Hill,  it's  when 
I  read  of  the  life  that  boy  leads  in  Berlin.  He  is  in 
a  brilliant  circle — most  brilliant  P 

*  Cynthia  told  me  he  had  a  first-rate  thing.' 

*  Capital  thing !'  affirmed  Sam  briskly.  '  I  tell  you, 
he's  going  to  the  top  of  the  tree.  When  he's  my  age 
Caesar  will  be  a  big  figure  in  Europe.' 

Kent  thought  he  was  a  fair  size  already,  but  replied 
briefly  that  he  had  been  very  fortunate. 

1  Ability,  my  lad !  He's  got  the  brains  !  Do  you 
know,  Louisa,  it  was  dam  foolishness  of  us  ever  to  per- 
suade that  boy  to  go  on  the  stage  ?  He  was  meant  for 
what  he  is ;  we'd  no  right  to  divert  his  natural  bent ! 
He's  in  the  proper  groove  because  his  tendency  was  too 
strong  for  us.  But  we  were  wrong — I  say  we  did  very 
wrong  !     By  George !  he  might  never  have  made  more 
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than  a  couple  of  hundred  a  week  among  greasy  opera  - 
singers  all  his  life.     What  a  thing  P 

By  dint  of  many  midnight  conferences  with  Louisa, 
he  had  almost  succeeded  in  believing  that  he  meant 
part  of  what  he  said. 

6  Are  his  prospects  now  so  very  wonderful,  then, 
papa  T  asked  Cynthia,  with  wonder  in  her  eyes.  '  What 
is  it  he  is  doing?  He  has  only  a  sort  of  clerkship, 
hasn't  he  T 

1 A  clerkship  P  shrieked  her  mother.  '  How  can  you 
talk  such  ridic'lous  nonsense  ?  A  clerkship  !  Absurd  ! 
He  is  McCullough's  right  hand — quite  his  right  hand. 
McCullough  says  he  would  be  worth  double  the  amount 
he  is  to-day  if  he  had  met  Caesar  five  years  ago.  He 
told  your  papa  so  last  week — didn't  he,  Sam  ?' 

4  Certainly,'*  said  the  jobber,  but  there  was  less  con- 
viction in  his  tone.  This  was  new,  and  he  had  not 
taught  himself  to  try  to  credit  it  yet. 

6  He  told  your  papa  that  Caesar's  power  of — er — of 
gripping  a  subject  was  immense  ;  he  had  never  met  any- 
thing like  it.  He  consults  him  in  everything ;  he  doesn't 
take  a  step  without  asking  Caesar's  opinion  first ;  I  don't 
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suppose  a  young  man  ever  had  such  an  extraordinary 
position  before.  Ho,  you  don't  know  what  you're 
talking  about  P 

Kent  gave  the  conversation  a  twist  by  inquiring 
Miss  Wix's  number,  as  he  and  Cynthia  would  have  to 
pay  her  a  visit,  and,  on  searching  for  her  address,  Mrs. 
Walford  discovered,  with  much  surprise,  that  she  was 
not  in  Brunswick  Square,  after  all,  but  that  her  one 
room  was  in  a  street  leading  out  of  it. 

The  mistake  was  unimportant,  and  Kent,  moreover, 
had  too  much  to  occupy  his  mind  to  really  think  of 
making  social  calls  on  anyone  but  Turquand.  To  the 
office  of  The  Outpost  he  betook  himself  next  morning, 
and  learnt  that  his  friend  was  at  Brighton  until  Mon- 
day. This  did  not  look  as  if  he  had  been  pressed  for 
his  six  pounds,  but  was  otherwise  disappointing. 
Humphrey  proceeded  from  The  Outpost  to  the  Daily 
News  and  Athenaeum  offices,  where  he  left  his  advertise- 
ments, and  after  that  he  had  only  to  stroll  through  the 
streets,  which  looked  very  ugly  and  depressing  to  him 
after  Paris,  back  to  Ludgate  Hill.  Lunch  was  over 
when  he  re-entered  the  villa,  but  it  had  not  been  cleared 
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away,  and  he  found  Cynthia  in  the  dining-room  alone, 
reading  a  novel.  He  noted,  with  as  agreeable  surprise 
as  she  could  have  afforded  him,  that  it  was  the  copy  of 
his  own  which  he  had  given  to  Mrs.  Walford  on  their 
return  from  Dieppe.     He  looked  at  his  wife  kindly. 

1  Turk's  not  in  town,1  he  said,  helping  himself  to 
cold  sirloin  and  salad  ;  '  gone  to  Brighton  for  a  day  or 
two.  I've  paid  for  my  advertisements ;  have  you  sent 
off  yours  yet,  to  try  to  induce  a  general  servant  to 
accept  a  situation  T 

Cynthia  shook  her  head  meaningly,  and  came  across 
and  took  a  chair  beside  him. 

'  Kemp  is  awfully  nice  with  baby,"'  she  said ;  '  she  is 
upstairs  with  him  now,  and  on  the  whole  I've  been 
thinking  that  we  had  better  not  hurry  to  get  home 
again  ;  we  had  better  be  a  long  time  arranging  matters, 
Humphrey.  While  we  are  here  we  haven't  any 
expenses.'' 

Kent  stared,  and  then  smiled. 

'This  is  abominable  morality ,'  he  said.  'Paris  has 
certainly  corrupted  you,  young  woman.  And,  besides, 
your  people  would  worry  my  life  out  with  questions. 
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Nothing  puts  me  in  a  worse  temper  than  being  asked 
what  my  news  is  when  I  haven't  any.' 

*  That's  all  very  well,  my  dear  boy,  but  we  haven't 
any  money.  There's  a  quarter's  rent  overdue  now, 
isn't  there  ?  and  we  should  only  have  a  month's  peace 
before  the  tradespeople  began  to  bother.  I  really  think 
we  ought  to  take  two  or  three  weeks,  at  all  events, 
finding  a  girl ;  I  do  indeed.  Mamma  and  papa  would 
beg  us  to  stop  if  they  knew  what  a  state  we  were  in ; 
it  seems  to  me  we  ought  to  do  it  without  giving  them 
the — ahem — needless  pain  of  listening  to  our  con- 
fession.' 

5  You're  very  specious,'  laughed  Kent.  The  semi- 
serious  conclusion  might  have  been  uttered  by  himself, 
and  he  approved  the  tone  without  recognising  the 
model.  'Has  your  mother  noticed  that  you  haven't 
got  your  ring  on  ?' 

c  No.  I  couldn't  tell  her  a  story  about  it,  and  Fin 
praying  that  she  won't.  I've  been  envying  you  your 
trouser-pockets  ever  since  we  arrived.  Don't  take  ale, 
Humphrey ;  have  some  claret,  it  will  do  you  more  good. 
If  we  sold  our  furniture ' 
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*  What  would  it  fetch  at  a  sale  ?  he  replied ;  ■  and 
apartments  would  cost  us  more  than  the  house.  No ; 
at  any  rate,  we'll  make  ourselves  welcome  here  for  a 
week  or  so.  And — well,  let's  hope  the  advertisements 
will  turn  up  trumps.     Then  we  shall  be  independent.'1 

The  Daily  News  advertisement  would  appear  on 
Monday. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

It  was  slightly  disheartening  to  perceive  how  many 
other  sub-editors  were  open  to  offers,  and  he  had  the 
uncomfortable  consciousness  that  his  competitors1  experi- 
ence was  probably  a  great  deal  wider  than  his  own. 
He  knew  that  for  him  to  consider  sub-editing  a  '  daily  ' 
was  out  of  the  question,  and  his  chance  of  securing  a 
post  on  a  periodical  seemed  scarcely  better  on  Monday 
morning,  as  he  perused  the  '  Wanted 1  columns.  Cynthia 
declared  that  his  own  advertisement  '  read  nicer  than 
any  in  the  list/  and  that  if  she  were  an  editor  it  would 
certainly  be  the  one  which  attracted  her  attention  ;  but 
Cynthia   was   his   wife,   and   not.  an   editor,  and   this 

encouraged  him  no  more  than  Sam  Walfordls  supposi- 
t- 
ion at  the  breakfast-table,  that  he  might  obtain  the 

management  of '  a  sound  magazine.1 
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He  went  in  the  evening  to  Soho,  and  Cornelia's  suc- 
cessor, in  opening  the  door,  informed  him  that  Tur- 
quand  had  returned.  The  journalist  was  at  the  table, 
writing  furiously,  and  Kent  declined  to  interrupt  him 
more  than  he  had  already  done  by  entering.  Turquand 
indicated  the  cupboard  where  the  whisky  was  kept ; 
and,  picking  up  a  special  edition,  Humphrey  took  a  seat 
by  the  window,  and  read  silently  until  the  other  laid 
down  his  pen. 

*  Thafs  off  my  chest  P  said  Turquand,  looking  up 
after  twenty  minutes.  *  Well,  my  Parisian,  how  do 
you  carry  yourself  ?     Do  you  still  speak  English  ?' 

'  I  can  still  say  "  thanks  "  in  English,"*  answered  Kent. 
*  I  was  devilish  obliged  to  you,  old  chap.  Here's  your 
oof.' 

'Rot!'  said  Turquand.  'Have  you  been  popping 
anything  to  get  it  ?' 

*  The  popping  took  place  before  I  wrote  you. 
Don't  be  an  ass ;  I  couldn't  take  the  things  out  if  I 
didn't  pay  you  back.  Well,  I've  had  some  bad  quarters 
of  an  hour  in  the  pleasant  land  of  France,  I  can  tell 
you.' 
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6  That's  what  I  want  you  to  do/  said  Turquand. 
*  Let's  hear  all  about  it.  What  do  you  think  of  that 
whisky  ?  Half  a  crown,  my  boy ;  my  latest  discovery. 
I  think  it's  damned  good  myself.1 

He  listened  to  the  recital  with  an  occasional  smile, 
and  somehow,  now  the  trouble  was  past,  many  of  the 
circumstances  displayed  a  comic  side  to  the  narrator. 
What  was  quite  destitute  of  humour  was  the  present, 
and  when  they  fell  to  discussing  this,  both  men  were 
glum. 

'I  suppose  you  haven't  been  able  to  do  anything 
with  the  novel  T  Kent  asked.  '  Has  it  made  the  round 
yet,  or  does  a  publisher  remain  who  hasn't  seen  it  ?' 

4  It  came  back  last  week  from  Shedlock  and  Archer. 
Oh  yes ;  publishers  remain.  It's  at  Thurgate  and 
Tatham's  now;  I  packed  it  off  to  them  on  Friday. 
Farqueharsen  was  no  use.  I  tried  him,  as  you  asked  ; 
he  rejected  it  in  a  few  days.  I  wrote  you  that, 
didn't  I  ?' 

4  You  did  communicate  the  gratifying  intelligence. 
Where  has  it  been  ?' 

Turquand  produced  a  pocket-book. 
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I  Farqueharsen,  Rowland  Ellis,  Shedlock  and  Archer,*1 
he  announced.  c  I  must  enter  Thurgate  and  Tatham. 
I  dare  say  you'll  place  it  somewhere  in  the  long-run ; 
we  haven't  exhausted  the  good  firms  yet.  By-the-bye, 
the  front  page  has  got  a  bit  dilapidated  ;  you'd  better 
copy  that  out,  and  restore  the  air  of  virgin  freshness, 
when  Thurgate  sends  it  home/ 

'  You  expect  he  will,  then  T 

4 1  don't  know  what  to  expect,  you  seem  so  infernally 
unlucky  with  it.  For  the  life  of  me,  I  don't  know  why 
it  wasn't  taken  by  Cousins,  in  the  first  instance.  I 
looked  it  through  again  the  other  night,  and  I  consider 
it's — I  don't  want  to  butter  you,  but  I  consider  it's  a 
great  work ;  by  Jove,  I  do  !' 

Kent  glowed  ;  he  felt,  as  he  had  done  all  along,  that 
it  was  the  best  of  which  he  was  capable,  and  praise  of 
it  was  very  dear  to  him,  even  though  the  praise  was  a 
friend's. 

I I  say,  you  know  about  your  wife's  aunt,  I  suppose  ?* 
said  Turquand.     '  What  do  you  think  of  her  ?' 

*  She  has  left  the  Walfords,  you  mean  ?  Who  told 
your 
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'  Miss  Wix  told  me.  But  I  didn't  mean  that  depar- 
ture ;  I  meant  her  new  one.'' 

'Not  heard  of  any  other  departure  of  the  lady's. 
What  ?     Where's  she  gone  ?' 

'  She  has  gone  to  journalism,1  said  Turquand,  with  a 
grin ;  *  the  fair  Miss  Wix  is  a  full-blown  journalist  I 
Don't  your  wife's  people  know?  She's  keeping  it  dark. 
She  came  to  see  me,  and  said  her  income  was  slightly 
inadequate,  and  she  thought  she  could  do  some  writing. 
Wanted  to  know  if  I  could  put  her  in  the  way  of  any- 
thing.' 

1  Get  out !'  scoffed  Kent.  *  Did  she  really  come  to 
see  you,  though  ?     Very  improper  of  her !' 

'  Oh,  Miss  Wix  and  I  always  took  to  each  other.  I 
think  she  dislikes  me  less  than  anybody  she  knows.  I'm 
not  kidding  you  ;  it's  true,  honour  bright.' 

'  What,  that  she's  writing  ?' 

Turquand  nodded.  His  face  was  preternatural  ly 
solemn,  but  his  eyes  twinkled. 

'I  got  her  the  work,'  he  said;  'it  just  happened  I 
knew  of  a  vacancy.' 

4  Well,  upon  my  soul !'   exclaimed  Humphrey.      <  I 
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wish  you'd  get  some  for  me.  Doesn't  it  just  happen 
that  you  know  of  another  T 

'  Ah !  you  aren't  so  easy  to  accommodate.  Miss 
Wix  is  a  maiden,  and  her  exes  aren't  large.  She  gets 
a  guinea  a  week,  and  is  affluent  with  it.  It's  a  beauti- 
ful publication,  sonny — a  journal  for  young  gals — and 
it  sells  like  hot  cakes.  I  tell  you,  The  Outpost  would 
give  its  ears  for  such  a  circulation.' 

Kent  stared  at  him  incredulously. 

'  A  journal  for  young  girls  !'  he  echoed.  '  The 
acidulated  Wix  !     Is  this  a  fact,  or  delirium  tremens  ?' 

'  Fact,  I  swear.  She  does  the  "  Correspondence " 
page ;  she's  been  on  it  a  fortnight  now.  She's  "  Aunt " 
something — I  forget  what,  at  the  moment ;  they're 
always  "  Aunt "  something  on  that  kind  of  paper.  The 
young  gals  write  and  ask  her  questions  on  their  personal 
affairs.  One  says  she  is  desperately  in  love  with  a 
gentleman  of  her  own  age — seventeen — and  isn't  it 
time  he  told  her  his  intentions,  as  his  "  manner  is 
rather  like  that  of  a  lover " ;  and  another  inquires  if 
"  marriage  between  first  cousins  once  removed  is  punish- 
able by  law."      She  calls  them  her  nieces,   and  says, 


96    A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  PHILISTINES 

*  No,  my  dear  Plaintive  Girlie ;  I  do  not  think  you 
need  despair  because  the  gentleman  of  your  own  age 
has  not  avowed  his  feelings  yet.  A  true  lover  is  shy  in 
the  presence  of  his  queen ;  but,  with  gentle  encourage- 
ment on  your  part,  all  will  be  well.  I  was  so  glad  to 
have  your  sweet  letter." ' 

'Miss  Wix?' 

4  Miss  Wix,  yes.  Her  comforting  reply  to  "  Changed 
Pansy "  the  first  week  was  quite  a  masterpiece,  I  assure 
you.  And  occasionally  she  has  to  invent  a  letter  from 
a  mercenary  mother,  and  admonish  her.  The  admonish- 
ments of  mercenary  mothers  are  estimated  to  sell  fifteen 
thousand  alone.  You  should  buy  a  copy;  it's  on  all 
the  bookstalls.'' 

*  Buy  it  V  said  Humphrey ;  l  I'd  buy  it  if  it  cost  a 
shilling.  What's  it  called?  Well,  I'm  not  easily  as- 
tonished, but  Miss  Wix  comforting  "  Changed  Pansy  r 
would  stagger  the  Colossus  of  Rhodes.  Does  she  like 
the  work  ?' 

' "  Like"  it  ?  My  boy,  she  execrates  it — sniffs  violently, 
and  gets  stiff  in  the  back,  whenever  the  stuff  is  men- 
tioned.    That's   the  cream  of  the  whole  affair.     The 
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disgust  of  that  envenomed  spinster  as  she  sits  ladling 
out  gush  to  romantic  schoolgirls  makes  me  shriek  with 
laughter  in  the  night.  I've  got  her  name  now — sheV 
"  Auntie  Bluebell.'"  "  Auntie  Bluebell's  Advice  to  our 
Readers  "  in  Winsome  Words.     One  penny  weekly." 

Kent  began  to  laugh  himself,  and  but  that  the  book- 
stalls were  shut  when  he  took  his  leave,  he  would  have 
carried  a  copy  home  with  him.  He  told  the  news  to 
Cynthia,  and  she  went  into  such  hysterics  that  Sam 
Walford,  underneath,  turned  on  his  pillow,  and  remarked 
gruffly  to  Louisa  that  he  didn't  know  what  Cynthia 
and  Humphrey  had  got  to  be  so  lively  about,  he  was 
sure,  considering  their  circumstances,  and  he  was  afraid 
that  Humphrey  was  '  a  dam  improvident  Bohemian.1 

Their  mirth  was  short-lived,  unfortunately.  The 
Daily  News  advertisement  was  productive  of  no  result, 
and  the  solitary  communication  received  after  the  issue 
of  the  Athenaeum  was  a  circular  from  an  employment 
agency.  The  outlook  now  was  as  desperate  as  before 
the  post  on  The  World  and  his  Wife  turned  up,  and 
their  pecuniary  position  was  even  worse  than  then. 
When  they  had  been  at  Strawberry  Hill  a  week,  more- 
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over,  the  warmth  of  the  Walfords1  manner  towards  their 
son-in-law  had  perceptibly  decreased ;  and  though  Kent 
did  not  comment  on  the  difference  in  his  conferences 
with  Cynthia,  he  knew  that  she  was  conscious  of  it  by 
her  acquiescing  when  he  declared  that  they  had  been 
here  long  enough. 

At  this  stage  he  would  have  taken  a  clerkship  gladly 
if  one  had  been  obtainable  with  a  salary  sufficing  for 
their  needs ;  and  after  they  had  returned  to  Leamington 
Road,  and  had  temporized  with  the  landlord,  and  sold 
a  wedding  present  for  some  taxes,  and  were  living  on 
credit  from  the  tradespeople,  he  began  to  debate  if  the 
wisest  thing  he  could  do  would  not  be  to  drown  him- 
self, and  relieve  Cynthia^s  necessities  with  the  money 
accruing  from  his  life  policy. 

The  idea,  which  primarily  presented  itself  as  an 
extravagance,  came,  by  reason  of  the  frequency  with 
which  it  recurred  to  him,  to  be  revolved  quite  soberly, 
and  he  wondered  if  Cynthia  would  grieve  much,  and  if, 
when  his  boy  could  understand,  she  would  talk  to  him 
of  his  *  papa,'  or  provide  him  with  a  stepfather.  He 
did  not,  in  these  conjectures  as  to   the   post-mortem 
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proceedings,  lose  sight  of  '  The  Eye  of  the  Beholder," 
and  he  devoutly  trusted  it  would  see  the  light  after 
he  was  dead,  and  make  so  prodigious  a  stir  that  the 
papers  disinterred  its  history,  and  held  up  the  names  of 
the  publishers  who  had  refused  it  to  obloquy  and  scorn. 

He  was  walking  through  Victoria  Street  towards  the 
station  one  afternoon,  and  mentally  lying  in  his  grave 
while  the  world  wept  for  him,  when  he  was  brought  to 
an  abrupt  standstill  by  a  greeting.  He  roused  himself 
to  realities  with  a  start,  and  found  that  the  gray-gloved 
hand  which  waited  to  be  taken  by  him  belonged  to 
Mrs.  Deane-Pitt. 

1  How  d'ye  do,  Mr.  Kent  ?  I  thought  at  first  you 
meant  to  cut  me,1  she  said. 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  didn't  see !  It's  awfully  stupid 
of  me ;  Pin  always  passing  people  like  that.1 

1  You've  returned,  then,'  she  said.     '  For  good  ?' 

*  Oh  yes  ;  we  live  in  town,  you  know — in  the  suburbs, 
at  least.' 

*  You  told  me,'  she  smiled.     *  "  Battersea." ' 

'So  I  did.  "Battersea"  is  Streatham,  but  that's  a 
detail.' 


100    A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  PHILISTINES 

The  mechanicalness  of  his  utterance  passed,  and 
animation  leapt  back  in  him  as  he  recovered  from  his 
surprise.  The  sun  was  shining,  and  the  sequins  of  her 
cape  were  iridescent.  There  was  a  bunch  of  violets  in 
it.  His  impression  embraced  the  trifles  with  a  confused 
sense  that  they  formed  a  delightful  whole — the  smart, 
smiling  woman  in  the  sunshine,  the  deep  purple  of  the 
flowers,  which  seemed  to  gain  a  touch  of  sensuousness 
in  her  costume,  and  the  warmth  of  her  familiar 
tones. 

'  So  you  come  to  Victoria  every  day,  and  you  haven't 
been  to  see  me,'  she  said.  '  When  did  you  leave 
Paris?1 

'  I — IVe  done  nothing,'  he  replied.  6  Of  course  you 
know  The  World  and  his  Wife  is  dead,  Mrs.  Deane- 
Pitt?  When  did  I  leave?  Oh,  soon  after  the 
funeral.' 

4 1  trust  you've  recovered  from  the  bereavement,'  she 
laughed.     '  Are  you  on  anything  here  ?' 

'Not  yet.  Editors  are  so  blind  to  their  own 
interests.' 

'  Well.'     She  put  out  her  hand  again,  and  repeated 
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her  number.  *  When  will  you  come  in  ?  Fm  nearly 
always  at  home  about  five.  Good-bye;  Fm  going  to 
the  Army  and  Navy,  and  I  shall  be  late/ 

Kent  continued  his  way  cheerfully.     The  brief  inter- 
change of  conventionalities  had  diverted  his  thoughts, 
and  his  glimpse  of  this  woman  who  took  her  debts  with 
a  shrug,  and  had  candidly  adapted  her  ideals  to  her 
requirements  till  the  former  were  all  gone,  acted  as  a 
fillip  to  him.     She  typified  success,  of  a  kind,  and  in  a 
minute  he  had  seemed  to  acquire  something  of  her  own 
vigour.     It  made  him  happy,  also,  to  observe  that  the 
manner  of  their  parting  had  had  no  sequel;  and,  in 
recalling  the  mood  in  which  he  had  walked  through 
the  Champs  Iilysees  afterwards,  he  decided  that  he  had 
been  extremely  stupid  to  attach  so  much  importance 
either  to  that  or  to  their  acquaintance.     She  was  an 
agreeable  woman  towards  whom  his  feeling  was  a  friend- 
ship he  had  once  been  in  danger  of  exaggerating ;  he 
should  certainly  call  upon  her  at  the  first  opportunity. 
It  was  quite  possible  she  might  be  able  to  tell  him 
something  useful  too. 

Before  he  fulfilled  his  intention,  an  unlooked-for  de- 
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velopment  occurred,  however.  The  office  of  the  agent 
who  had  endeavoured  to  find  him  a  tenant  was  on  the 
road  to  the  station,  and  a  day  or  two  later,  as  he  passed 
the  door,  the  man  ran  out  after  him,  and  asked  if  he 
was  willing  to  let  No.  64  still.  Kent  replied  shortly 
that  the  opportunity  had  presented  itself  too  late ;  but 
after  he  passed  on,  the  gentle  flow  of  detail  the  other 
had  let  fall  caused  him  to  reflect.  The  house  was 
wanted  at  once  by  some  Americans  who  had  considered 
it  previously.  They  now  made  an  offer  of  three  and  a 
half  guineas  a  week  for  a  period  of  six  or  twelve  months. 
It  appeared  to  Kent  that  he  had  been  very  idiotic 
in  dismissing  the  suggestion  off-hand.  With  three  and 
a  half  guineas  a  week,  less  the  rent  and  taxes,  he  could 
send  Cynthia  for  a  few  months  to  the  country,  which 
was  exactly  what  she  stood  in  need  of;  and  though  he 
could  not  leave  London  himself,  he  could  retain  a  pound, 
and  shift  alone  somewhere  till  he  found  a  berth  and  they 
rejoined  him. 

Cynthia  and  he  discussed  the  idea  lengthily,  and  while 
she  was  opposed  to  the  separation,  she  agreed  that  it 
would  be  very  unwise  of  them  to  refuse  to  let  the  house. 
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She  said  that  they  might  all  live  together  in  apartments 
on  the  money,  and  that,  although  the  fresh  air  and  peace 
would  be  delicious  if  Kent  were  with  her,  she  thought 
she  would  rather  stay  with  him  in  London  than  go  away 
by  herself.     This  point  was  debated  a  good  deal,  but 
there  was  much  against  it.     It  was  absurd  to  deny  that 
their  anxieties,  and  the  restraint  imposed  by  her  charge 
of  the  baby,  had  told  upon  her  health,  and  in  a  little 
village  where    living   was   cheap   she  would   not   onlv 
recover  her  roses,  but  as  soon  as  he  earned  a  trifle  might 
be  able  to  afford  a  nursemaid.     If  they  took  lodgings 
together,  on  the  other  hand,  town  would  be  impossibly 
dear,  and  they  must  be  reconciled  to  going  to  a  suburb 
— twice  as  expensive  as  the  country,  however — where 
there  would  be,  again,  the  item  of  railway -fares.      By 
himself  Humphrey  could  get  a  top  bedroom  in  Blooms- 
bury  for  the  same  sum  that  he  now  spent  on  his  third- 
class  tickets. 

The  logic  was  inexorable,  and  the  only  further  question 
to  decide  was  where  she  should  go.  She  recollected  that 
a  few  years  back  Miss  Wix  had  been  sent  to  a  cottage 
in  Monmouth  to  recoup  after  an  attack  of  influenza. 
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The  spinster  had  spoken  very  highly  of  it  all — of  the 
picturesque  surroundings,  the  attention  she  had  received, 
and  the  cosy  accommodation.  If  Miss  Wix  praised  it, 
there  could  be  little  to  complain  of,  surely.  As  to  the 
terms,  Cynthia  knew  what  her  aunt  had  been  given  to 
spend;  they  were  so  moderate  that  they  were  ridiculous. 
She  determined  to  write  immediately,  and  ask  her  if  she 
remembered  the  address. 

On  second  thoughts,  though,  she  declared  she  must 
ask  her  in  person.  She  had  not  paid  her  a  visit  yet, 
nor  had  Kent,  and  an  inquiry  by  post  would  render 
their  remissness  ruder.  They  went  the  following  morn- 
ing, having  looked  in  on  the  agent,  and  informed  him  that 
they  were  prepared  to  accept  the  offer,  and  to  give  up 
possession  at  the  end  of  the  week.  The  payments  were 
of  course  to  be  made  monthly  in  advance. 

Miss  Wix  resided  in  Hunter  Street,  W.C.,  and  they 
found  that  in  her  improved  circumstances  she  now 
boasted  two  rooms.  The  parlour  she  had  acquired  was 
chiefly  furnished  by  a  large  round  table,  a  number  of 
Berlin-wool  antimacassars,  and  a  waxwork  bouquet  under 
a  flyblown  shade ;  and  at  the  table,  which  was  strewn 
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with  manuscripts,  the  spinster  sat,  sourly  engaged  upon 
her  '  Advice '  for  Winsome  Words.  She  welcomed  them 
politely,  and  offered  to  have  some  tea  made  if  they 
would  like  it,  but,  as  it  was  one  o'clock,  they  said  that 
they  were  not  thirsty.  The  request  for  a  five-years-old 
address  evidently  perturbed  her  very  much,  but  after  a 
rummage  behind  the  folding  doors,  she  emerged  with  a 
note-book  in  which  it  was  entered,  and,  to  mollify  her, 
Cynthia  referred  again  to  her  new  pursuit,  and  reiterated 
congratulations. 

1  Mr.  Turquand  told  Humphrey,  or  we  should  never 
have  known,  Aunt  Emily.  Why  have  you  kept  it  so 
quiet  ?  We  were  delighted  by  the  news  ;  I  think  it  is 
very  clever  of  you  indeed."' 

I  There  is  nothing  to  be  delighted  about,'  said  Miss 
Wix.  '  I  kept  it  quiet  because  I  did  not  wish  it  known 
— a  very  sufficient  reason.  Mr.  Turquand  is  much  too 
talkative.'' 

I I  think  you  ought  to  be  very  proud,1  observed  Kent — 
*a  lady  journalist!  May  I — am  I  allowed  to  look  at 
some  of  the  copy  P 

'  As  I  can't  prevent  you  seeing  it  whenever  you  like 
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to  spend  a  penny,1  said  Miss  Wix  bitterly, '  it  would  be 
mere  mockery  to  prevent  you  now."* 

8  You  underrate  your  public,1  he  murmured.  *  Win- 
some Words  has  an  enormous  circulation,  I  hear.1 

'  Among  chits,1  exclaimed  the  spinster,  with  sudden 
wrath — 'among  chits  and  fools.  Smack  'em  and  put 
'em  in  an  asylum  !  Since  you  wish  it,  read  it  aloud. 
Cynthia  shall  hear  what  I  have  to  do  in  order  to  live. 
If  Louisa  weren't  your  mamma,  my  dear,  I'd  say  that 
it's  a  greater  shame  to  her  than  to  me.  I  would !  If 
she  weren't  your  mamma,  I'd  be  bound  to  say  that.' 

'  Well,  let's  hear,'  said  Humphrey  quickly.  '  Where 
is  it  ?  Now,  then — what's  this  ?  Oh,  Miserable  Maidie ! 
"  Yours  is  indeed  a  sad  story,  Miserable  Maidie,  because 
you  seem  to  have  no  one  to  turn  to  for  help  and  counsel. 
I  am  so  glad  you  resolved  to  come  to  your  Auntie  Blue- 
bell, and  tell  her  all  about  it.  So  you  and  your  lover 
have  parted  in  anger,  and  now  you  are  heartbroken, 
and  would  give  worlds  to  have  him  back  ?  Ah,  my 
dear  !  it's  the  old,  old  story "  ' 

'That'll  do,'  snapped  Miss  Wix.  '"The  old,  old 
story"!     I'd  "old  story"  the  sickly  little  imbecile  if  I 
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had  her  here  P  She  sat  bolt  upright,  her  eyes  darting 
daggers,  and  her  pink-tipped  nose  elevated  and  disdain- 
ful.    6  Is  it  necessary  to  go  on,  do  you  think  T 

1 1  think  so,'  said  Kent.  '  I  see  there's  one  to  Anxious 
Parent.  May  I — er — glance  at  your  advice  to  Anxious 
Parent  ?  "  My  dear  friend,  were  you  never  young  your- 
self? And  didn't  you  love  your  little  Ermyntrude's 
papa  ?  If  so,  you  can  certainly  feel  for  two  young- 
things  who  rightly  believe  that  love  is  more  valuable 
than  even  a  good  settlement.  Let  them  wed  as  they 
wish,  and  be  thankful  that  Ermyntrude  is  going  to 
have  a  husband  against  whom  you  can  bring  no  other 
objection  than  that  he  is  unable  to  support  her." ' 

'I'm  a  sensible  woman,  Cynthia,'  said  Miss  Wix, 
quivering;  'and  for  me  to  have  to  rate  that  incomes 
don't  matter,  and  sign  myself  "  Auntie  Bluebell,11  is 
heavy  at  your  mother's  door.' 

Her  mortification  was  so  evidently  genuine  that  Kent 
gave  her  back  her  copy,  with  replies  to  A  Lover  of 
4  Winsome  Words '  and  Constant  Daffodil  unread,  and  as 
soon  as  was  practicable  he  and  Cynthia  rose  and  made 
their  adieux.     The  apartments  in  the  cottage  proved  to 
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be  vacant,  and  as  the  references  of  the  American  family 
were  satisfactory,  and  the  inventory  was  taken  without 
delay,  there  was  nothing  in  the  way  of  the  migration 
being  effected  by  the  suggested  date.  Cynthia  had 
proposed  that  her  husband  should  try  to  obtain  his  old 
bedroom  at  Turquand's,  where  he  could  have  the  run  of 
a  sitting-room  for  nothing,  and  this  idea  was  adopted 
with  the  approval  of  all  concerned.  Humphrey  saw 
her  off  at  Paddington,  and,  kissing  her  affectionately, 
told  her  to  get  strong ;  and  the  close  of  the  week, 
which  had  opened  without  a  hint  of  such  an  occurrence, 
saw  Cynthia  living  with  her  baby  in  Monmouth,  and 
Kent  reinstalled  in  his  bachelor  quarters  in  Soho. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

It  was  very  jolly  to  be  back  with  Turquand.  The 
earliest  evening,  while  they  smoked  with  the  enjoyable 
consciousness  of  there  being  no  last  train  to  catch,  was 
quick  with  the  sentiment  of  their  old  association,  and 
after  a  letter  arrived  from  Cynthia,  in  which  she  clapped 
her  hands  with  pleasure,  the  respite  was  complete.  Kent 
had  been  impatient  to  hear  how  the  place  struck  her, 
and  she  wrote  that  she  had  been  agreeably  astonished. 
The  cottage  was  roomier  than  she  had  expected,  and 
beautifully  located.  It  was  furnished  very  simply,  of 
course;  but  there  was  a  charm  in  its  simplicity  and 
freshness.  The  landlady  was  a  rosy -cheeked  young 
woman  who  had  already  '  fallen  in  love  with  baby,"  and 
overwhelmed  her  with  attentions.  'If  you  do  not  see 
what  you  want,  please  step  inside  and  ask  for  it/     Kent 
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smiled  at  that;  it  was  a  quotation  from  one  of  the 
Streatham  shop-windows.  Also  there  was  quite  a  re- 
spectable garden,  which  her  bedroom  overlooked.  '  There 
are  fruit-trees  in  it — not  my  bedroom,  the  garden — 
and  a  little,  not  too  spidery,  bench,  where  I  know  I 
shall  sit  and  read  your  answer  when  it  comes.1  She 
wrote  a  very  happy,  spontaneous  sort  of  letter,  and 
Rentes  spirits  rose  as  he  read  it.  There  was  the  rustle 
of  dimity  and  the  odour  of  lavender  in  the  pages, 
and  momentarily  he  pictured  her  sitting  on  the  bench 
under  the  fruit-trees,  and  thought  that  it  would  be 
delightful  if  he  could  run  down  one  day  and  surprise 
her  there. 

It  was  very  jolly  to  be  back  with  Turquand,  albeit 
his  satisfaction,  perhaps,  was  a  shade  calmer  than  he 
had  fancied  it  would  be  during  the  first  year  of  his 
married  life,  when  he  recalled  his  lost  paradise.  It  was 
convenient,  moreover,  to  be  in  town,  and  a  relief  to  feel 
that  the  unsettled  accounts  with  the  tradespeople  round 
Leamington  Road  were,  at  least,  not  waxing  mightier. 
Nevertheless,  he  missed  Cynthia  a  good  deal ;  not  only 
in  the  daytime  when  he  was  alone,  but  even  in  minutes 
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during  the  evening  when  he  was  in  TurquancTs  company. 
It  was  curious  how  much  he  did  miss  her — and  the 
baby :  the  baby,  whose  newest  accomplishment  was  to 
stroke  his  father's  cheek,  and  murmur  '  poor '  until  the 
attention  was  reciprocated,  when  he  bounded  violently, 
and  grew  red  in  the  face  with  ridiculous  laughter.  Soho, 
too,  though  it  saved  him  train-fares,  soon  began  to 
appear  as  distant  from  a  salary  as  Streatham.  Turquand 
remained  powerless  to  put  any  work  in  his  way,  and, 
despite  his  economies  and  the  cheapness  of  Monmouth, 
Humphrey  was  dismayed  to  perceive  that  his  expenses 
were  heavier  than  they  were  entitled  to  be.  He  was 
encroaching  on  the  money  laid  aside  for  the  landlord 
and  the  rates,  and,  if  nothing  turned  up,  there  would 
speedily  be  trouble  again.  The  butcher  who  had  sup- 
plied No.  64  had  been  to  the  agent  for  Mr.  Kent's 
address,  and  presented  himself  and  his  bill  with  no 
redundancy  of  euphemism.  When  another  advertise- 
ment had  been  inserted  ineffectually,  the  respite  was 
over  and  anxiety  returned. 

Kent  had  not  called  on  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  yet,  and  on 
the  afternoon  following  his  interview  with  the  butcher 
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he  paid  his  visit  to  the  lady.  He  was  very  frank  in  his 
replies  to  her  questions.  He  did  not  disguise  that  it 
was  imperative  for  him  to  secure  an  appointment  im- 
mediately, and  when  she  agreed  with  him  that  it  was 
immensely  difficult,  instead  of  answering  that  it  was 
likely  some  opening  might  be  mentioned  to  her,  his  face 
fell.  He  at  once  felt  that  it  behoved  him  to  deprecate 
his  confidences. 

'  You  must  forgive  my  boring  you  about  my  affairs,' 
he  said.  '  And  what  are  you  doing,  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  ? 
Are  you  at  work  on  another  book  now  ?' 

*  Fve  a  serial  running  in  Fashion?  she  said ;  '  and 
they  print  such  ghastly  long  instalments  that  it  takes 
me  all  my  time  to  keep  pace  with  them.  You  haven't 
bored  me  at  all ;  I'm  very  interested.  A  post  on  a 
paper  is  a  thing  you  may  have  to  wait  a  long  time  for, 
Fm  afraid.  You  see,  you  aren't  a  journalist  really,  are 
you  ?     You're  a  novelist.' 

'I'm  nothing,'  said  Kent,  with  rather  a  dreary  laugh. 
1  For  that^  matter,  I  wouldn't  care  if  it  weren't  on  a 
paper.  I'd  iump  at  anything — a  secretaryship  for 
preference.' 
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*  Secretaryships  want  personal  introductions ;  they 
aren't  got  through  advertisements/  She  hesitated.  '  / 
can  tell  you  how  you  might  make  some  money,  if  you'd 
like  to  do  it,'  she  added  tentatively.  *  It's  between 
ourselves,  Mr.  Kent — if  it  doesn't  suit  you,  you'll  be 
discreet  ?' 

'  Oh,  of  course,'  said  Kent  with  surprise.  '  But  I  can 
promise  you  in  advance  that  any  means  of  making- 
some  money  will  suit  me  just  now.  What  are  you 
going  to  say  ?' 

She  looked  at  him  steadily  with  a  slow  smile. 

*  How  would  vou  like  to  write  a  novel  for  me  ?'  she 
asked. 

He  did  not  instantaneously  grasp  her  meaning. 

'  How  ?'  he  exclaimed.  '  Do  you  mean  you  are 
offering  to  collaborate  with  me  ?' 

'  I  can't  do  that,'  she  said  quickly.  '  I'm  sure  you 
know  I  should  be  delighted,  but  I  shouldn't  get  the 
same  terms  if  I  did,  and  I  haven't  the  time.  That's 
just  it.  I'm  obliged  to  refuse  work  because  I  haven't 
time  to  undertake  it.  No ;  but  it  might  be  a  partner- 
as  far  as  the  payment  goes.     If  you  care  to  write  a 
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novel,  I  can  place  it  under  my  own  name,  and  you  can 
have — well,  a  couple  of  hundred  pounds  almost  as  soon 
as  you  give  it  to  me.  I  can  guarantee  that.  You  can 
have  a  couple  of  hundred  pounds  a  week  or  two  after 
it  is  finished,  whether  I  sell  serial  rights  or  not."1 

She  took  a  cigarette  out  of  a  box  on  a  table  near  her 
and  lit  it,  a  shade  nervously.  Kent  sat  pale  and  dis- 
turbed. That  such  things  were  done,  at  all  events  in 
France,  he  knew,  but  her  proposal  startled  him  more 
than  he  could  say,  or  than  he  wished  to  say.  His 
primary  emotion  was  astonishment  that  Mrs.  Deane- 
Pitt  had  had  the  courage  to  place  her  reputation  in  his 
hands  ;  and  then,  as  he  reflected,  an  awful  horror  seized 
him  at  the  thought  of  a  year  of  his  toil,  of  effort  and 
accomplishment,  going  out  for  review  with  another 
person's  name  on  it.     The  pause  lasted  some  time. 

1 1  don't  much  fancy  the  idea,'  he  said  at  last  slowly, 
'  thanks.  And  it  wouldn't  assist  me,  either.  I  want 
money  now,  not  a  year  hence.'' 

*  A  year  hence  P  she  murmured.  '  A  year  hence 
would  be  no  use  to  me,  but  you  could  do  it  in  a  month. 
Pray  don't  mistake  me.     I'm  not  anxious  to  get  any 
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kudos  at  your  expense;  I  don't  want  you  to  do  the 
kind  of  thing  I  suppose  you  have  done  in  this  novel  of 
yours  that's  making  the  round  now ;  I  don't  want 
introspection  and  construction,  and  all  that.  All  I 
want  is  to  buy  shoes  for  my  poor  little  children,  and 
what  I  suggested  was  that  you  should  knock  off  a  story 
at  your  top  speed — good,  bad,  or  indifferent.  I  don't 
care  a  pin  what  it's  like ;  only  turn  me  out  a  hundred 
thousand  words.' 

1 A  hundred  thousand  words,'  cried  Kent,  *  in  a 
month  !  You  might  as  well  suggest  my  carrying  off 
one  of  the  lions  out  of  Trafalgar  Square  !  "  The  Eye 
of  the  Beholder  "  isn't  a  hundred  thousand  words,  and 
I  worked  at  it  day  and  night,  and  then  it  took  me  a 
year !  Besides,  that's  another  thing ;  it  is  going  the 
round.  The  story  mightn't  be  any  use  to  you  if  I 
did  it.' 

'  I  can  place  it,'  said  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  with  emphasis. 
1  Don't  concern  yourself  about  its  fate,  my  friend  ;  your 
responsibility  will  be  limited  to  writing  it.  Your  book 
took  a  year  ?  I've  no  doubt  you  considered,  and 
corrected,  and  spent  an  afternoon   polishing   a   para- 
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graph.  Supposing  you  take  six  or  seven  weeks,  then. 
Do  you  mean  to  say  you  couldn't  write  two  thousand 
tfords  a  day  ¥ 

'  No,  I  don't  believe  I  could — not  if  you  offered  me 
the  Mint  I1  said  Kent. 

'  But  you  can  put  down  the  first  that  come  into  your 
head,''  she  declared, '  and  leave  them.  Anything  will 
do.  Naturally,  it  would  be  no  use  to  me  if  you  wrote 
"  Mother  Hubbard  went  to  the  cupboard  "  over  all  the 
pages,  but  any  trivial  thing  in  the  shape  of  a  story,  I 
assure  you,  I  can  arrange  for  at  once.  Indeed,  it  is- 
practically  arranged  for;  it  only  remains  for  you  to 
give  it  to  me.' 

She  puffed  her  cigarette  silently,  and  the  young  man 
mused.  The  plan  was  repugnant  to  him,  but  if,  as  she 
said,  anything  would  serve — well,  perhaps  he  could  do  it 
in  the  time  ;  he  did  not  know.  Two  hundred  pounds 
would  certainly  be  salvation,  and,  for  seven  weeks' 
work,  a  magnificent  reward. 

4  I'll  tell  you,'  she  continued,  after  a  few  moments  : 
'  if  you  liked  to  do  me  a  short  tale  or  two  now  and 
again,  we  should  have  money  from  those  in  the  mean- 
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while.  I  don't  want  to  persuade  you  against  your  con- 
victions, if  you  have  any,  but  our  business  together 
would  pay  you  better  than  an  appointment,  even  if  you 
found  one ;  and — though  that's  nothing  to  do  with  it 
— it  would  be  a  tremendous  benefit  to  me  as  well.  See, 
with  our  two  pens  we  can  produce  double  the  work, 
and  we  share  the  advantage  of  the  popularity  I've 
gained.' 

1  Oh,  I  quite  appreciate  the  pecuniary  pull,''  he 
answered.  '  I  could  hardly  write  short  stories  while  I 
was  fagging  at  a  novel,  though.'' 

'I  think  myself  one  goes  back  to  the  novel  all  the 
fresher  for  the  break,"  she  said ;  *  but,  of  course,  every- 
body has  his  own  system  of  working.  Would  you  care 
to  write  me  a  couple  of  three-thousand-word  stories 
first  ?  We  can  discuss  the  book  later.  If  you  let  me 
have  two  tales  to-morrow  night,  I  could  give  you  five 
guineas  each  for  them  on  Saturday.1 

'To-morrow  is  out  of  the  question.  You  don't 
realize  how  slowly  I  write,  and  I  haven't  the  motives.' 

1  Say  the  next  day — say  by  Thursday.  But  it  must 
be  by  then.     The  man  goes  out  of  town  on  Saturday, 
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and  I  want  him  to  read  them  before  he  goes.  If  / 
can  have  the  manuscripts  on  Thursday,  you  can  have 
ten  guineas  Saturday  night." 

'  It's  a  very  good  offer,1  said  Kent.  '  You  must  get 
a  royal  rate/ 

'  Well,  I  couldn't  always  offer  you  so  much,  but,  then, 
I  don't  often  want  them  quite  so  long.  Two,  of  three 
thousand  words,  and  to  end  happily,  for  choice.  Not 
too  strong.  If  they  will  illustrate  well,  all  the  better, 
but  you  needn't  give  yourself  any  trouble  on  that  score 
— it's  the  artist's  affair.' 

'I'll  do  them,'  said  Humphrey;  'I  suppose  I  must 
""make  an  attempt  to  imitate  your  style  ?' 

'  It  isn't  necessary.  I  generally  begin  with  a  very 
short  sentence,  like  "  It  was  mid-day,"  or  "  It  rained  "; 
you  might  do  that,  but  I  really  don't  know  that  it 
matters.     Mr.  Kent !'  * 

1  Yes,'  he  said. 

1  This  is  a  confidential  matter ;  I  rely  on  your  honour 
not  to  mention  it  to  a  living  soul,  of  course !  I  don't 
know  how  much  married  you  are,  but  I  depend  on  you 
not  to  tell  your  wife.     It  would  ruin  me  if  it  came  out. 
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He  assured  her  that  she  might  trust  him,  and,  having 
pledged  himself  to  the  lighter  task,  he  resolved  on  his 
way  home  that  he  would  undertake  the  heavier,  too. 
She  did  not  want  a  year  of  his  best  work — he  doubted 
if  he  could  contemplate  that,  if  refusal  meant  Straw- 
berry Hill  for  Cynthia  and  the  baby,  and  the  work- 
house for  himself — she  asked  only  a  few  weeks  of  his 
worst.  Money  was  indispensable;  he  must  make  it  in 
whatever  way  he  could.  A  ghost,  eh  ?  He  was  rising 
finely  in  the  career  of  literature.  His  first  novel  had 
received  what  was  almost  the  highest  possible  cachet ; 
his  second  was  '  declined  with  thanks ' ;  and  now  no 
mode  of  livelihood  was  left  him  but  to  be  a  ghost.  His ' 
throat  was  tight  with  shame ;  there  were  tears  in  it. 

That  passed.  He  reflected  that  with  two  hundred 
pounds  in  his  pocket  he  would  be  able  to  sit  down  to 
another  novel* on  his  own  account,  with  which  he  might 
be  luckier  than  with  '  The  Eye  of  the  Beholder."  What 
were  a  few  weeks  compared  with  two  hundred  pounds  ? 
Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  must  have  thought  him  rather  a  fool 
to  hesitate.  Practical  herself,  indeed  !  But — well,  for 
all  that,  it  was  rather  fascinating  to  feel  that  so  inti- 
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mate  a  confidence  was  going  to  subsist  between  them. 
She  had  been  a  trifle  nervous,  too,  as  she  took  that 
cigarette ;  he  hoped  he  had  not  been  a  prig.  She  was 
very  nice ;  it  distressed  him  to  think  that  she  had  been 
afraid  of  him  even  for  a  second.  Two  hundred  pounds  ? 
He  wondered  what  share  it  was — half,  or  more  than 
half,  or  less.  With  a  woman,  however,  he  could  not 
go  into  that.  His  admission  that  five  guineas  sounded 
a  lot  to  him  for  a  three-thousand- word  story  had  pro- 
bably been  injudicious,  and  must  have  seemed  rather 
ignorant  besides.  Well,  that  couldn't  be  helped.  And 
he  would  be  glad  if  the  partnership  paid  her  well : 
whatever  terms  she  obtained,  she  must  be  perfectly 
aware  that  her  offer  was  a  liberal  one  to  a  man  in  his 
position,  and  he  was  grateful  to  her.  He  felt  it  again — 
she  had  been  *  nice.'  He  began  to  revolve  a  plot  for 
the  first  of  the  feuilletons,  and  by  the  time  he  reached 
home  he  had  vaguely  thought  of  one.  When  Tur- 
quand  came  in,  it  had  shaped.  Saying  that  he  had 
work  to  do,  Kent  left  him,  and  went  upstairs.  He 
drew  a  chair  to  the  table,  and  sat  down  and  wrote — 
slowly,  painfully.     The  man  was  an  artist,  and  he  could 
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not  help  the  care  he  took.  He  sneered  at  himself  for 
it.  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  had  impressed  on  him  that  any- 
thing would  do,  and  here  he  was  meditating  and 
revising  as  if  it  were  a  story  to  submit  to  the  most 
exclusive  of  the  magazines  in  his  own  name.  He  dashed 
his  pen  in  the  ink,  and  threw  a  paragraph  on  the  paper, 
but  he  could  not  go  on.  The  consciousness  of  that 
slip-shod  paragraph  higher  up  clogged  his  invention,  so 
that  he  had  to  go  back  to  it  and  put  it  right.  Presently 
a  touch  of  cheerfulness  crept  into  his  mood.  That  was 
well  said.  Yes,  she  would  praise  that !  The  pride  of 
authorship  possessed  him,  and  he  wrote  with  pleasure ; 
and  at  two  o'clock,  when  a  third  of  the  tale  was 
achieved,  he  went  to  bed  feeling  exhilarated. 

It  was  no  easy  duty  to  him  to  complete  both  stories 
by  Thursday  morning,  and,  confronted  by  the  necessity 
for  making  Turquand  a  further  excuse  for  retirement, 
he  almost  wished  he  were  living  alone  now.  He  was 
vastly  relieved  that  the  other  accepted  his  allusions  to 
something  that  would  keep  him  busy  for  a  month  or  so 
with  no  apparent  perception  of  a  mystery.  After  the 
first  inevitable  question  was  shirked,  the  journalist  put 
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no  more,  and  behaved  as  if  the  explanation  had  been 
entirely  explicit.  Neither  Kent's  friendship,  nor  his 
admiration  for  him,  had  ever  been  so  warm,  as  while  he 
decided  that  Turquand's  experience  must  lead  him  to 
suspect  something  like  the  truth,  but  enabled  him  to 
conceal  the  suspicion  under  his  normal  demeanour. 

With  Cynthia  the  ghost  was  less  fortunate,  though 
he  barely  divined  it  by  her  answer.  He  told  her  as 
much  as  he  was  free  to  tell :  he  wrote  that  he  had  work 
on  hand  at  last,  and  that  they  would  have  ten  guineas  on 
Saturday,  and  a  large  sum  in  a  couple  of  months. 
Where  the  stuff  would  appear,  he  could  not  say  without 
a  falsehood,  and  he  trusted  she  would  not  be  curious  on 
the  point.  The  reservation,  he  regretted,  gave  to  his 
tone  an  aloofness  he  did  not  design,  and  Cynthia 
refrained  from  inquiring ;  but  she  was  hurt.  She  felt 
that  he  might  have  imparted  such  intelligence  a  little 
more  enthusiastically,  at  a  little  greater  length.  Did 
he  suppose  her  interest  was  limited  to  the  payment? 
Was  she  only  held  sympathetic  enough  to  mind  the 
baby  when  they  were  obliged  to  discharge  the  nurse  ? 
Now  that  he  returned  to  work,  her  husband  was  going  to 
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treat  her  as  a  child  again,  just  as  he  had  done  when  he 
was  engaged  on  his  book.  She  did  not  perceive  that, 
while  he  had  been  writing  the  book,  she  had  occupied 
the  position  most  natural  to  her;  she  did  not  detect 
that  the  attitude  in  which  she  recalled  it  was  a  new  one. 
It  was,  however,  the  attitude  of  a  woman  ;  the  hidden 
chagrin  and  urbanity  of  her  reply  was  a  woman's.  These 
things  were  part  of  a  development  of  which,  while  they 
had  remained  together,  neither  she  nor  the  man  who 
had  missed  her  had  been  acutely  aware. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  paid  Kent  the  ten  guineas  a  few 
days  after  the  Saturday  on  which  she  had  expected  to 
receive  the  editor's  cheque,  and  she  made  no  secret  of 
being  delighted  with  the  two  tales.  They  were  written 
upon  rather  original  ideas,  and  after  she  had  had  them 
typed,  and  read  them,  she  talked  to  him  about  them 
with  the  frankest  appreciation  possible.  Kent  almost 
lost  sight  of  his  regret  that  they  were  not  going  to 
appear  under  his  own  name,  as  the  lady  expressed  her 
approval,  and  declared  enthusiastically  that  to  call  them 
1  excellent '  was  to  say  too  little.  He  found  it  very 
stimulating  to  hear  his  work  praised  by  Mrs.  Deane- 
Pitt,  especially  as  it  was  work  done  for  her.  Although 
she  had  professed  to  be  careless  of  the  quality,  it  was 
not  to  be  supposed  that  she  would  not  rather  sign  good 
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stuff  than  bad,  and  the  warmth  and  gaiety  of  her 
comments  took  the  sting  from  the  association,  and  lent 
it  a  charm. 

When  he  commenced  her  novel,  it  was  with  the  dis- 
comfiting consciousness  that  the  breakneck  speed  im- 
posed on  him  would  prevent  the  labourer  being  worthy 

of  his  hire.  He  was  too  hurried  to  be  able  to  frame  a 
scenario,  and  neither  he  nor  the  lady  who  was  to  figure 
as  the  authoress  had  more  than  a  hazy  idea  of  what  the 
book  was  going  to  be  about.  He  had  mentally  sworn 
to  keep  his  critical  faculty  in  check,  and  to  produce  a 
chapter  of  two  thousand  words  every  day — if  he  did 
not  bind  himself  to  the  accomplishment  of  a  fixed 
instalment  daily,  the  book  would  not  be  finished  in 
double  the  time  at  his  disposal — and  he  rose  at  seven, 
and  worked  till  about  midnight,  on  the  day  on  which 
Chapter  I.  was  done.  He  had  corrected  in  a  fashion  as 
he  composed,  and  he  did  not  read  it  through  when 
he  put  down  his  pen — that  would  be  too  dishearten- 
ing. He  remembered  the  opening  chapter  of  *  The 
Eye  of  the  Beholder,'  and,  contrasted  with  the  re- 
membrance, these  pages  he  had  perpetrated  appeared 
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to  him  puerile  and  painful.  He  folded  them  up,  and 
posted  them  to  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  with  a  note  before  he 
slept. 

'Whether  you  will  want  the  novel  after  you  have 
seen  this,  I  don't  know,'  he  wrote  ;  *  I  am  sending  it  to 
you  to  ascertain.  It  is  a  specimen  of  the  rubbish  the 
thing  will  be  if  I  have  to  turn  it  out  at  such  a  rate.  I 
will  call,  on  the  chance  of  your  being  in,  to-morrow 
afternoon."' 

He  found  her  at  home,  and  she  welcomed  him  with  a 
humorous  smile. 

*  You  have  read  it  ?  asked  Kent,  with  misgiving. 

*  Yes ;  I've  read  it,'  she  said.  '  Violet !  Pray  don't 
look  so  frightened  of  me  P 

'Why  "violet"?     Well?' 

4  The  type  of  modesty.     Well,  what's  the  matter  with 
it  ?     It  will  do  all  right.' 
Kent  drew  a  breath. 

*  I'm  glad  to  hear  you  say  so.  I  am  bound  to  confess 
I  thought  it  very  slovenly  myself.' 

'Oh,  nonsense!'  she  said.  'Have  you  gone  on 
with  it  ?' 
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'  No ;  I  waited  for  your  verdict.  I  thought  you 
might  call  me  names,  and  cry  off.  Ill  go  on  with  it 
now,  though,  like  steam.'' 

*  Do.  I  suppose  you  couldn't  manage  a  five-thousand- 
word  story  for  me  this  week,  could  you  ?  It  would  be 
good  business.'* 

He  stared  ruefully. 

'  No,  indeed,  ]VIrs.  Deane-Pitt ;  not  if  I'm  to  write  a 
chapter  a  day.1 

*  Oh !  the  chapter  a  day,  please,  if  you  can't  do  the 
story  too.  Get  the  novel  done  at  the  earliest  moment 
possible ;  that's  the  chief  thing.  You  will,  won't  you, 
Mr.  Kent?  I  should  be  so  grateful  to  you  if  you 
finished  it  in  six  weeks.1 

'  I  promise  to  finish  it  as  quickly  as  I  can,'  said  Kent. 
*  Even  if  I  didn't  care  to  serve  you,  I  should  do  that, 
for  my  own  sake.  When  I  get  two  hundred  pounds,  I 
shall  be  at  the  end  of  my  troubles.' 

*  Happy  man  !'  said  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt.  '  Would  that 
two  hundred  pounds  would  see  the  end  of  mine !  And 
as  you  do  want  to  serve  me,  you'll  do  it  even  more 
quickly  than  you  can  ?' 
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<  Or  try/ 

'  That's  very  nice  of  you.  I  wonder  how  true  it  is. 
One  of  the  answers  one  has  to  make,  isn't  it  ?  Then 
when  you're  behind  with  the  work,  and  your  wife  wants 
to  be  taken  out  somewhere,  you'll  nobly  remember 
there's  a  miserable  woman  in  Victoria  Street  depending 
on  you,  and  persuade  madame  to  go  with  a  sister,  or  a 
cousin,  or  an  aunt  ?  You'll  say  to  yourself  "  Excelsior  T 
and  other  improving  mottoes,  meaning  "Loyalty  for- 
bids"?' 

'  I'll  say  "  Loyalty  forbids "  when  I  want  to  go  out 
by  myself,'  said  Kent ;  '  my  wife's  in  the  country.' 

'Tant  mieux !  if  it  isn't  shocking,'  she  laughed. 
'I'm  afraid  a  woman  on  the  spot  would  prove  too 
strong  for  me.  Am  I  grossly  selfish  ?  Poor  boy  who 
has  got  no  wife  !' 

She  looked  at  him  as  she  had  looked  across  the 
supper- table  in  the  Avenue  Wagram.  He  could  not 
think  of  anything  to  say  in  reply  of  a  nature  which  he 
would  permit  himself,  and  exclaimed  abruptly : 

'  Oh,  you  may  rely  on  me,  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt ;  I'll 
never  go  anywhere ;  I'll  be  a  hermit.     By  the  way,  you 
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don't  know  Fm  in  Soho  now.  Perhaps  I'd  better  give 
you  the  address  P1 

6  Certainly,'  she  said ;  '  I  may  want  to  write  to  you. 
The  hermit  of  Soho  !  Well,  when  you've  been  good, 
and  done  penance  thoroughly,  hermit,  you  may  come 
and  see  me  sometimes;  I'll  allow  you  that  distraction. 
Come  in  whenever  you  like,  and  you  can  tell  me  how 
the  thing  is  going;  any  afternoon  you  please  at  this 
time.  And  don't  come  in  trembling  at  me  any  more. 
I  don't  expect  you  to  write  me  a  masterpiece  in  six 
weeks,  I  assure  you.' 

Kent  kept  his  word  to  her  doggedly,  and,  although 
he  continued  to  rise  early,  he  was  seldom  free  to  join 
Turquand  until  about  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening.  When 
the  chapter  was  done,  he  would  go  downstairs,  and  light 
another  pipe,  and  Turquand  would  put  away  his  book 
or  his  paper  without  any  indication  of  curiosity  what- 
ever. With  a  woman  such  a  state  of  things  would  have 
been  impossible ;  but  Turquand's  manner  was  so  unforced 
that  by  degrees  Kent  came  to  own  that  he  was  tired,  or 
to  make  some  other  allusion  to  his  labours  quite  freely. 
Nor  did  the  other  once  say  to  him, c  Well,  but  what  is 

vol.  ii.  22 


130    A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  PHILISTINES 

it  you're  doing  p1  On  the  days  upon  which  he  called  on 
Mrs.  Deane-Pitt,  it  was  later  still  before  Humphrey 
could  ensconce  himself  in  the  parlour ;  the  temptation 
to  go  to  her,  however,  was  more  than  he  could  resist. 
He  realized  very  soon  that  she  had  an  attraction  for 
him  which  was  not  in  the  least  like  friendship,  and 
which  he  could  never  term  '  friendship '  any  more.  In 
moments,  as  he  sat  writing  in  his  shabby  bedroom  under 
the  tiles,  the  thought  of  her  would  suddenly  creep  into 
him,  and  beat  in  his  pulses  till  he  was  assailed  by  a 
furious  longing  to  be  in  her  presence ;  and  while  he 
often  denied  the  longing,  he  frequently  obeyed  it.  He 
would  throw  down  his  pen,  and  change  his  coat,  and 
leave  the  house  impetuously,  seeing  her,  in  fancy,  all 
the  way  to  the  flat.  During  a  fortnight  or  so, 
he  sought  some  reason  for  the  visit.  Would  she 
like  the  heroine  to  go  on  the  stage  when  her  husband 
lost  his  money  ?  Did  she  think  it  would  be  a  good  idea 
to  kill  the  husband  off,  and  introduce  a  new  character, 
who  could  reinstate  the  girl  in  luxury  ?  But  presently 
such  excuses  were  abandoned.  For  one  thing,  Mrs. 
Deane-Pitt  was  too  much  occupied  with  her  serial  to 
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accord  any  serious  consideration  to  his  work ;  and  for 
another,  she  welcomed  him  as  a  matter  of  course.  It 
was  agreeable  to  her  to  see  this  man  who  was  in  love 
with  her,  and  whom  she  liked,  looking  at  her  with  eves 
that  betrayed  what  he  would  not  allow  his  tongue  to 
acknowledge.  '  Oh,  Fin  glad,1  she  would  say,  *  I  was 
hoping  it  was  you.  Sit  down  and  make  yourself  com- 
fortable— no,  bring  me  that  pillow  first — and  talk  to 
me,  and  be  amusing.'  Sometimes  she  received  him 
radiantlv,  sometimes  wearily.  On  one  afternoon  she 
declared  herself  in  the  best  of  spirits,  and  had  just  been 
wishing  for  someone  to  bear  her  company ;  on  the  next, 
she  sighed  that  she  was  worried  to  death,  and  that  he  had 
only  arrived  in  time  to  save  her  from  extinction.  c  Bills/ 
she  would  yawn,  when  he  questioned  her,  *  bills  !  A 
dressmaker,  a  schoolmistress — I  forget  which.  Some 
wretch  threatens  something,  I  know.  Don't  look  so 
concerned;  I  shall  survive.  Cheer  me  up/  Then  the 
servant  would  enter  with  the  tea-equipage,  and  after- 
wards, in  the  cool  shadows  of  the  drawing-room,  through 
which  the  perfume  of  the  heliotrope  that  grew  in  a 
huge  bowl  under  the  crimson  lamp  floated  deliciously, 
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there  would  be  cigarettes,  and  a  half-hour  he  found 
exquisite  in  its  air  of  intimate  familiarity.  Though 
no  verbal  admission  was  ever  made,  there  were  seconds 
in  which  Kent's  voice,  as  plainly  as  his  face,  told  her 
what  he  felt  for  her,  and  seconds  in  which  the  tones  of 
the  woman  said,  Tin  quite  conscious  of  the  effect  I 
have  on  you ;  we  both  understand,  of  course."*  Occa- 
sionally he  had  a  glimpse  of  her  children,  and  once 
when  he  was  there,  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  took  the  boy  on 
her  lap — among  the  folds  of  her  elaborate  tea-gown — 
and  fondled  him.  '  Do  you  think  I  make  a  nice  mother, 
Mr.  Kent  P1  she  said,  flashing  a  glance.  <  This  monkey 
doesn't  properly  appreciate  his  privileges.'  She  kissed 
the  child  three  times,  and  in  the  gaze  she  lifted  over  his 
curly  head  there  was,  for  an  instant,  provocation  that 
shook  the  man. 

But  such  incidents  as  this  were  exceptional,  and,  as 
a  rule,  Kent  would  have  been  puzzled  to  cite  a  single 
instance  of  coquetry  on  her  part  when  he  took  his  leave 
and  returned  to  the  attic.  Nor  did  the  passion  she  had 
aroused  in  him  militate  against  the  success  of  his  under- 
taking, taking  '  success '  to  mean  its  completion  by  the 
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given  date.  Perhaps  he  was  more  industrious,  even,  in 
the  perception  that  she  was  always  wannest  when  he 
had  done  the  most.  ■  I  finished  the  thirtieth  chapter 
last  night.1  Then  she  would  be  delightful,  and  if  she 
had  appeared  harassed  at  all,  her  languor  would  speedily 
give  place  to  gaiety.  The  tremulous  afternoons  were 
never  so  quick  with  the  sense  of  alliance,  so  entirely 
fascinating  to  him,  as  when  he  was  able  to  surprise  her 
by  some  such  report.  The  desire  to  please  the  woman 
became  fully  as  strong  a  stimulus  to  the  ghost  as  his 
eagerness  to  receive  the  money  which  would  permit  him 
to  commence  a  third  novel  for  himself.  The  two  short 
stories  had  been  published  now,  in  a  periodical  in  which 
Kent  would  have  been  very  proud  to  see  his  own  name 
above  them,  and,  though  he  did  not  grudge  them  to 
Mrs.  Deane-Pitt,  he  could  not  help  feeling,  as  he  read 
them,  that  they  were  better  than  he  had  known,  and 
that  it  would  be  eminently  satisfactory  to  resume  legiti- 
mate work. 

After  the  fortieth  chapter  was  accomplished,  conclu- 
sion was  in  sight,  and  albeit  he  could  not  quite  sustain 
his   earlier   pace,  he   never   turned    out  less  than  one 
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thousand  words  a  day.  Had  anybody  told  him  a  couple 
of  months  before  that  he  could  do  even  this,  he  would 
have  ridiculed  the  statement,  but  the  consciousness  that 
acceptance  was  certain  had  been  very  fortifying.  He 
scarcely  allowed  himself  leisure  to  eat  after  passing  the 
fortieth  chapter.  The  stuff  was  undeniably  poor,  though 
it  was  not  so  jejune  as  it  seemed  to  Kent.  The  worst 
part  was  the  construction,  for,  ignorant  what  the  next 
development  was  to  be,  he  was  often  forced  to  write 
sheets  of  intermediate  and  motiveless  dialogue  until  an 
idea  presented  itself;  but  for  the  style,  hasty  as  it  was, 
there  was  still  something  to  be  said.  Instinctively  Kent 
gave  to  a  commonplace  redundancy  a  literary  twist,  and 
the  writing  had  almost  invariably  a  veneer,  though  the 
matter  written  might  be  of  no  account. 

During  the  final  week  Kent  did  not  go  to  Victoria 
Street  at  all.  He  could  not  suppress  the  artist  in  him 
wholly,  and  for  the  climax  he  meant  to  do  his  utmost. 
It  was  a  sop  to  his  conscience — he  could  remember  the 
last  chapter,  and  forget  the  rest.  He  had  sent  or  taken 
the  manuscript  to  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  piece  by  piece,  and 
he  took  her  the  last  of  it  on  the  evening  that  he  wrote 
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1  The  End,'  having  sent  her  a  telegram  to  say  she  might 
expect  him.  He  had  written  the  book  in  seven  weeks, 
but  he  felt  as  exhausted  as  if  he  had  built  a  house  in 
the  time,  brick  by  brick,  with  his  own  hands.  She  read 
the  pages  he  had  brought  while  he  watched  her  from  an 
arm-chair,  and,  with  the  candour  which  was  so  striking 
a  feature  in  such  an  association,  she  cried  that  the  scene 
was  admirable — that  she  could  not  have  done  it  half  so 
well.  Kent's  weariness  faded  from  him  as  they  talked, 
and  momentarily  he  regretted  that  he  had  not  been 
able  to  write  her  a  book  equal  to  'The  Eye  of  the 
Beholder: 

With  regard  to  her  negotiations,  however,  Mrs. 
Deane-Pitt  was  not  so  outspoken — it  was  only  by 
chance  that  Kent  had  seen  the  two  short  tales,  nor  had 
she  even  told  him  for  what  paper  they  were  intended — 
and  some  delay  occurred  in  paying  the  two  hundred 
pounds,  of  which  her  explanations  were  vague  and 
various.  The  partner  with  whom  she  always  dealt  was 
on  the  Continent ;  she  would  not  sign  an  agreement 
before  American  copyright  was  arranged  ;  she  generally 
ran  her  stories  as  serials  before  they  were  issued  in  book- 
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form,  and  it  was  not  decided  what  she  was  going  to  do 
— half  a  dozen  reasons  for  the  postponement  of  the 
settlement  were  forthcoming.  She  gave  Kent  his  share 
at  last,  though,  and  very  cordially,  and  he  felt  some 
embarrassment  in  taking  her  cheque  when  the  moment 
arrived,  it  being  his  earliest  experience  of  business  with 
a  woman.  If  he  had  had  others,  he  would  have  ap- 
preciated her  action  in  paying  him  in  full,  and  only  a 
little  late,  more  keenly,  though  he  was  far  from  un- 
grateful to  her  as  it  was.  He  put  the  cheque  in  his 
pocket  as  carelessly  as  he  could  manage,  and  said  : 

'  Well,  you've  done  me  a  tremendous  service,  Mrs. 
Deane-Pitt,  and,  by  Jove!  I  thank  you  for  it — 
heartily.1 

*  Oh,  nonsense  V  she  replied ;  *  the  work's  been  as 
useful  to  me  as  to  you ;  youVe  nothing  to  thank 
me  for.' 

'  It  makes  more  difference  to  me,1  said  Kent ;  %  it 
means — you  hardly  know  what  it  means.  I  needn't 
look  out  for  a  berth  now;  I  can  sit  down  to  another 
novel.     I  owe  you  that.'' 

*  If  you  like  to  think  so '     She  smiled,  but  her 
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tone  was  constrained.  £  I  should  be  glad  if  somebody 
owed  me  something ;  I'm  more  used  to  the  reverse.' 

1 1  feel  a  Croesus,'  he  said.  '  We  ought  to  celebrate 
this  accession  to  wealth,  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt ;  it  demands  a 
festivity.  If  I  get  seats  for  a  theatre,  will  you  go  to 
dinner  with  me  somewhere  to-morrow  night?  Do. 
What  shall  we  go  to  see?  have  you  been  to  Daly's 
yet?' 

8  I'm  engaged  to-morrow  night,  and  the  next.' 

'  To-night,  then  ?' 

1  This  evening  I  am  dining  out ;  there's  the  card  on 
my  desk.' 

1  What  a  fashionable  person  you  are !'  exclaimed 
Kent,  rather  enviously.  '  Would  Friday  evening  suit 
you  ?' 

*  Yes,  I'm  free  on  Friday ;  but  a  theatre  is  awfully 
stifling  this  weather,  isn't  it  ?' 

'  We  needn't  go  to  a  theatre,'  he  suggested ;  '  we 
might  dine  at  Richmond.  Will  you  drive  down  to 
Richmond,  and  have  dinner  at  the  Star  and  Garter  on 
Friday  ?' 

Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  promised  that  she  would,  but  the 
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animation  with  which  she  had  given  him  the  cheque 
had  deserted  her ;  and  after  a  minute,  she  said  : 

'I  suppose  your  starting  another  novel  for  yourself 
needn't  stand  in  the  way  of  our  business  together  ? 
There  are  several  things  I  can  offer  you,  if  you  care  to 
do  them." 

'  Oh,  thanks,"*  said  Kent ;  ( but  Fm  afraid  I'd  better 
stick  to  the  novel.  I  want  to  do  all  I  can  with  it,  you 
see/ 

'LTun  n'empeche  pas  Tautre — a  short  tale  now  and 
again  won't  interfere  with  it,  surely?  I  can  place  a 
ten-thousand-word  story  at  once  if  you  like  to  write  it 
for  me.1 

The  refusal  was  difficult,  and  he  hesitated  how  to 
express  himself.  He  had  never  contemplated  the  asso- 
ciation as  a  permanent  one,  and  now  that  an  alternative 
was  open  to  him,  its  indignity  looked  doubly  repellent. 
He  was  surprised  that  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  had  thought  it 
possible  it  could  continue.  Could  she  not  understand 
that  he  felt  it  a  humiliation — that  he  had  adopted  the 
course  merely  as  a  desperate  measure  in  a  desperate  case  ? 
He  had  taken  her  comprehension  for  granted. 
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1  I'd  rather  not,  if  you  don't  mind,'  he  said  awkwardly. 
'It  would  take  me  off  my  own  work  more  than  you 
can  imagine.  My  motive  for  doing  this  book  for  you 
was  to  be  free  to  devote  myself  heart  and  soul  to  a 
novel ;  and  that  is  what  I  want  to  do.' 

She  looked  downcast. 

'  When  do  you  mean  to  begin  it  ?  You  could  knock 
off  a  ten-thousand-word  story  first,  couldn't  you  ?  And 
I  believe  an  occasional  short  tale  would  come  as  a  relief 
to  you,  too.  I  wouldn't  persuade  you  against  your  will 
— pray  don't  think  that — but,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  there 
is  no  reason  why  you  shouldn't  make  a  few  pounds  a  week 
all  the  time  you're  writing  your  book,  you  know,  if  you 
like.  I  don't  want  another  novel  yet,  but  I  can  take 
almost  any  number  of  feuilletons,  or,  if  you  preferred  it, 
you  might  write  me  a  short  thing  that  could  be  issued 
in  paper  covers  at  a  shilling.  Will  you  think  it  over  ? 
I  don't  want  to  hurry  your  decision.'  She  hummed  a 
snatch  of  tune,  and  picked  up  a  new  song  that  was 
lying  on  the  piano.  '  Have  you  seen  this  T  she  said 
carelessly.     '  It's  pretty/ 

Kent  took  it  from  her,  and  played  with  the  leaves  in 
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a  pause.  He  was  conscious  that  he  must  decline  now, 
and  definitely,  and  the  insistence  of  her  request  made 
the  duty  harder  every  second.  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt 
sauntered  about  the  room ;  she  felt  blank  and  annoyed 
with  herself.  Was  this  her  reward  for  liking  the  man 
enough  to  give  him  two  hundred  pounds  in  a  lump, 
instead  of  paying  him  by  instalments,  which  would 
have  been  infinitely  more  convenient  to  her  ? 

'If  you  won't  think  me  boorish,'  he  said  at  last 
abruptly,  '  Fd  rather  keep  to  my  intention.  I'm  not  a 
boy — I  need  all  the  time  at  my  disposal  to  succeed  in.1 

She  gave  a  forced  laugh. 

6  How  much  younger  do  you  want  to  be  ?  If  the 
money  doesn't  attract  you,  at  all  events  it  won't  be  in 
your  way,  I  suppose  ;  and — you  can  do  it  to  oblige  me. 
It  will  be  all  the  more  chivalrous  of  you.  Come,  I'm 
quite  frank :  I  own  that  you're  very  useful  to  me.  You 
don't  mean  that  you're  going  to  "  strike,"  and  leave  me 
in  the  lurch,  Mr.  Kent  ?' 

The  face  upturned  to  him  was  more  earnest  than  her 
words.  Her  brown  eyes  widened,  and  fastened  on  him, 
and  for  an  instant  his  resolution  broke  down.     But  it 
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was  his  work,  and  his  ambition,  his  fidelity  to  his  art, 
that  she  was  asking  him  to  waive — he  would  not ! 

'  Nobody  so  sorry  as  the  "  striker,"1 '  he  said,  in  a  tone 
to  match  her  own.  '  Let  me  be  your  banker  when  I'm 
going  into  a  dozen  editions,  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt,  and  1*11 
serve  you  all  you  want.  The  service  you  ask  me  to-day 
is  just  the  one  I  can't  do."' 

4  Bien,*  she  murmured ;  '  I  suppose  you  know  your 
own  business  best/ 

But  she  was  plainly  disappointed,  and,  though  she 
speedily  spoke  of  another  subject,  her  voice  lacked 
spontaneity.  Kent's  courage  knew  no  approving  glow, 
and  if,  during  the  minutes  he  remained,  she  had  begged 
him  to  assist  her  by  returning  the  cheque,  he  would 

most  certainly  have  done  it.     He  considered  that  she 

j 

must  hate  him — though  in  truth  he  had  never  appealed 
to  her  so  strongly — and  it  was  the  only  occasion  on 
which  he  had  ever  bidden  her  adieu  without  regret. 

To  Cynthia  he  wrote  immediately,  telling  her  he  had 
been  paid  two  hundred  pounds,  and  enclosing  twenty- 
five,  that  she  might  have  a  surplus  to  draw  upon  when 
she  required  it,  without   applying  to  him.      He  also 
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remitted  to  Paris  the  amount  necessary  to  redeem  her 
ring  and  his  watch  and  chain,  and  the  rest.  He  had 
now  an  opportunity  of  going  down  to  see  her,  and  he 
told  her  she  might  expect  him  on  Monday  or  Tuesday  in 
the  following  week.  The  picture  he  had  once  seen  of 
surprising  her  in  the  garden  had  long  since  ceased  to 
present  itself  to  him,  nor  was  he  impatient  to  find 
himself  in  his  wife's  company  under  the  circumstances. 
He  questioned  if  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  would  be  disposed  to 
go  with  him  to  Richmond  after  what  had  passed.  To 
refuse  a  woman's  petition  to  augment  her  income,  but 
to  invite  her  to  dinner  at  Richmond,  was  rather  sugges- 
tive of  the  bread  and  the  stone.  Yet,  now  that  pro- 
pinquity was  not  her  ally,  he  was  fervently  glad  he  had 
had  strength  to  refuse.  It  was  an  alliance  that  would 
have  become  more  difficult  to  sever  every  month,  and  she 
had,  apparently,  looked  for  it  to  extend  over  years.  As 
to  Richmond,  he  could  only  trust  the  engagement 
would  be  fulfilled  ;  it  would  pain  him  intensely  otherwise. 
He  owed  her  too  much  to  be  reconciled  to  their  illicit 
partnership  ending  in  coldness,  and  he  determined  to 
send  her  a  note,  reminding  her  of  her  promise. 
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The  lady's  reply  allayed  his  misgivings,  but  not  more 
than  her  demeanour  when  they  met.  Indeed,  the  delicacy 
which  he  perceived  prompted  her  to  the  display  of  even 
more  good  fellowship  than  usual  caused  Kent  primarily 
to  feel  some  guilty  restraint. 

She  seemed  to  divine  his  reflections,  and  to  assure 
him  indirectly  that  such  self-reproach  was  needless  and 
far-fetched.  She  had  never  been  brighter  or  more  in- 
formal with  him  than  in  the  hansom  as  they  drove 
down.  Her  air  implied  that  their  previous  interview 
had  been  a  trivial  folly  which,  as  sensible  people,  they 
must  banish  from  their  recollection,  and  she  talked  of 
everything  and  nothing  with  the  gaiety  of  a  schoolgirl 
on  an  unforeseen  excursion,  and  the  piquancy  of  a 
woman  who  had  observed  and  lived. 

Her  vivacity  was  infectious,  and  Kent's  embarrassment 
gradually  melted  in  a  rush  of  the  warmest  gratitude  for 
her  forbearance.  He  was  so  entirely  at  her  mercy  here, 
and  he  thought  that  few  women  similarly  placed  would 
have  refrained  from  planting  at  least  one  little  sting 
among  their  verbal  honey.  His  admiration  began  to 
comprise  details.     He  remarked  the  style  of  the  bonnet 
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she  wore,  and  the  gleam  of  the  pink  ear  against  her 
hair's  duskiness.  He  noted  with  pleasure  the  quick, 
petulant  twitch  of  a  corner  of  her  mouth  as  her  veil 
got  in  the  way,  and  the  appreciative  gaze  of  the  young 
men,  whose  stiff  white  shirt-fronts  made  stains  on  the 
twilight  from  the  cabs  that  rolled  towards  them — a  gaze 
which  invariably  terminated  by  a  swift  scrutiny  of  the 
charming  woman's  companion. 

When  the  hotel  was  reached,  he  had  never  been 
livelier,  and,  while  he  had  often  read  an  opposite 
opinion,  he  found  it  very  delightful  to  see  the  woman 
he  was  in  love  with  eat,  and  drink  her  champagne. 
The  humanity  of  the  gourmandise  appealed  to  him — 
lessened  the  *  noli  me  tangere '  mien  of  feminine  fashion, 
and  brought  her  closer.  The  attire  of  an  attractive 
woman  who  has  never  belonged  to  him  has  always  a 
mystery  for  a  man,  though  he  may  have  had  three  wives 
and  kept  a  dressmaker  Vshop.  But,  in  turn,  liveliness  was 
succeeded  by  a  vaguer  emotion,  as  they  lounged  on  the 
terrace  over  their  coffee  and  liqueurs.  Under  the  moon 
the  river  shone  divinely,  limitless  and  unspeakable  in  its 
glint  and  shadow — Desire  touched  with  the  awesomeness 
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of  the  Beyond.     Her  features  took  a  tenderness  from 
the  tremulous  light,  and  sometimes  a  silence  fell  between 
them,  which,  as  he  yielded  himself  to  the  subtile  en- 
dearment of  the  moment,  soft  as  the  breath  of  love  on 
his  face,  Kent  felt  to  be  the  supplement  of  speech.     A 
woman  who  could  have  uttered  epigrams  in  the  mood 
that  possessed  him  now  would  have  disgusted  him,  and 
insensibly  their  tones  sank.    She  spoke  gently,  seriously. 
Presently  some  allusion  that  she  made  begot  a  confidence 
about  her  earlier  life — her  marriage.     It  disturbed  him 
to  hear  that  she  had  been  fond  of  Deane-Pitt  when  she 
married  him,  and  he  was  grieved  when  she  owned  how 
quickly  her  illusions  had  died.      Her  belief  that  she 
might  have  been  '  a  better  woman '  if  she  had  married 
a  different  man  was  pathetic  in  its  revelation  of  un- 
suspected heart-aches,  and  sympathy  made  him  execrate 
the  feebleness  of  words.     Her  voice  acquired  an  earnest- 
ness that  he  had  never  heard  in  it  before,  and  while  he 
was  stirred  with  the  sincerest  pity  for  her,  a  throb  of 
rapture  was  in  his  veins  that  she  could  be  talking  so  to 
him.    These  minutes  were  ineffable,  in  which  the  woman, 
lowering  the  social  mask,  surrendered  more  and  more  of 
vol.  ii.  23 
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her  identity  to  his  view.  Spiritually  she  appeared  to  be 
lying  in  his  arms ;  and  when  she  checked  herself,  and 
rallied  with  a  laugh  which  was  overtaken  by  a  sigh,  he 
felt  that  he  could  have  listened  to  her  for  ever. 

'  How  solemn  we  have  become  f  she  exclaimed  ;  '  and 
we  came  out  to  be  "  festive  "  to-night.1 

'  I  shall  always  remember  the  "  you  "  of  to-night,'  he 
said. 

They  were  silent  again.  She  passed  her  hand  across 
her  eyes  impatiently,  as  if  to  wave  away  the  pictures 
of  the  past.  By  transitions  their  tones  regained  their 
former  cheerfulness.  She  mentioned  the  hour,  and  drew 
her  cape  about  her.     It  was  time  to  return. 

6  It  has  been  delicious,"  she  murmured,  looking  up  at 
the  stars.     '  Only  you  let  me  bore  you.1 

'  By  talking  of  yourself  P1 

*  So  stupid  of  me  P 

*  You  know,1  said  Kent — '  you  know  P 

' 1  wanted  to  tell  you ;  you  wont  think  so  badly  of 
me,  perhaps.1 

'  I  am  sure  you  have.     Now,  sometimes  P1 
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4  If  I  confessed  my  thoughts,  you  would  never  say  so 
any  more.1 

*  Really  T  Her  eyes  flashed  mockery.  '  You  mustn't 
tell  me,  then — I  might  be  vain." 

The  cab  bowled  over  the  white  roads  rapidly.  The 
flutter  of  her  cape  upon  his  shoulder  stole  through  his 
blood,  and  the  clip-clop  sound  of  the  horse's  hoofs  seemed 
to  him  to  waken  echoes  in  his  inside. 

'  Do  you  know,  it  was  very  indiscreet  of  me  to  come 
down  here  with  you,"  she  laughed ;  ' supposing  somebody 
had  met  us  I1 

*  And  then  T 

*  What  would  be  thought  T 

'  What  could  be  thought  ?  he  asked  unsteadily. 

i  Scandal,  perhaps.  Now  I  reflect,  I'm  very  in- 
dignant with  you ;  you  have  made  me  do  wrong.  Why 
did  you  make  me  do  wrong  when  I  had  such  faith  in 
you  r 

1  You've  given  me  the  happiest  evening  of  my  life,'' 
said  Kent ;  '  is  that  the  wrong  T 

6  Do  you  think  happiness  must  always  be  right  ?  it's  a 
convenient  creed.     Happiness  at  any  price — and  let  the 
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woman  pay  it.  Eh  ?  That's  a  man's  philosophy,  isn't 
it  ?  You're  quite  right,  though ;  but,  then,  you're  at  the 
happiest  time  of  life — no,  nobody  is  ever  that.  What 
is  the  happiest  time  of  life — twenty — thirty  ?  Nonsense  ! 
the  happiest  time  of  life's  the  past.  Believe  me  or  not. 
The  past  is  always  beautiful ;  to-morrow  I  shall  regret 
to-day.' 

'So  shall  I,'  said  Kent;  'but  I  can  assure  you  I 
appreciate  it  now.  .  .  .  What  are  you  cynical  for? 
You  only  put  it  on.     '  It's  not  "  you  "  really.' 

1 "  Wise  judges  are  we  of  each  other."  How  do  you 
know  ?' 

*  You  said  that  to  me  once  before — in  Paris.' 
<  Said  what  ?  Oh,  the  quotation  !  When  ?' 
1  At  your  place,  after  the  Varietes.' 

1  What  a  memory  !  Yes,  you're  certainly  resolved  to 
try  to  make  me  vain.  But  I'm  adamant.  Did  you 
know  that?  I'm  made  of  steel.  Do  you  treasure  up 
what  every  woman  says  to  you?  The  answer  is  a 
wounded  gaze  ;  it's  dark  to  see  expressions,  but  I'll  take 
it  for  granted.' 

*  I  remember  what  you  said  to  me  half  an  hour  ago, 
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and  I  know  your  bitterness  is  a  sham.  You  were  meant 
to  be ' 

'  Oh,  "  meant "  P  she  cried  recklessly  ;  ■  a  woman's 
what  she's  made.  Fm  afraid  Fve  been  made  untidy. 
Do  you  mind  driving  in  a  hansom  with  such  a 
figure  r° 

She  plucked  at  her  veil  in  the  strip  of  looking- 
glass,  and  bent  her  face  to  him  for  criticism.  The 
brilliance  of  the  eyes  she  widened  glowed  into  him  as 
she  leant  so,  and  his  arms  trembled  to  enfold  her.  His 
mouth  was  dry  as  he  muttered  a  response. 

The  sweetness  of  June  was  in  the  air  that  caressed 
them  as  they  sped  through  the  moonlight.  With  every 
sentence  she  let  fall,  and  every  glance  she  shot  at  him, 
she  dizzied  Kent  more,  and  he  sat  strained  with  the 
intensity  of  his  struggle  to  retain  his  self-command. 
Through  his  febrile  emotions,  the  horror  of  proving 
false  to  Cynthia  loomed  like  an  angel  betokening  the 
revulsion  of  his  remorse.  He  could  imagine  the  after- 
wards— he  knew  how  he  would  feel — and  there  were 
instants  in  which  he  prayed  for  the  drive  to  finish  and 
permit  escape.     But  there  were  instants  also  in  which  he 
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ceased  to  fight  against  his  weakness,  and,  steeped  in  the 
present,  only  yearned  to  forget  his  wife,  though  the 
tardy  remembrance  should  be  a  double  scourge. 

Her  fingers  were  busy  at  a  knot  of  violets  under  the 
cape,  and  she  held  the  flowers  up  to  him,  looking  round, 
smiling. 

'  Shall  I  give  you  a  buttonhole  ?'  she  inquired  gaily. 
1  It  would  be  quite  an  appropriate  conclusion — my  ideals, 
my  withered  hopes,  and  my  dead  violets.  Oh,  I  shiver 
to  think  of  what  I  said  to  you !  Did  I  gush  towards 
the  last  ?  I've  a  fearful,  a  ghastly  misgiving  that  I 
gushed.  If  you  acknowledge  that  I  did,  I'll  never 
forgive  you;  but  you  shouldn't  have  encouraged  me. 
Stoop  for  the  souvenir  of  the  occasion.  They  cost  a 
penny — emblematical  of  the  sentiment.  .  .  .  Though 
lost  to  sight,  to  memory  dear  !  It  will  be  a  very  dear 
memory,  won't  it  ?  Use  me  one  day ;  I  shall  come  in  as 
material — the  hard  woman  of  the  world,  who  bares  her 
soul  on  impulse,  and  the  Star  and  Garter  terrace,  to  the 
man  she  likes,  and  stands  revealed  as — as  what?  I 
wonder  what  you'd  make  of  me.  Mr.  Kent,  I  shall 
never  get  this  buttonhole  in  if  you  don't  turn.     I've 
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admitted  Fm  a  spectacle,  but  you  might  suffer  for  a 
second."' 

Her  hair  swept  his  cheek  as  she  wrestled  with  refrac- 
tory stalks,  and  the  dark  eyes  grew,  and  fastened  on 
him  again. 

The  hansom  sped  on.  The  quietude  was  left  behind, 
and  the  lights  of  the  West  End  twinkled  around  them. 
There  was  the  rattle  of  traffic.  Kent  was  laughing  at 
something  she  had  said,  and  he  heard  himself  with 
surprise — or  was  it  himself?  He  seemed  to  be  two 
entities — antithetical  and  antagonistic.  The  cab  rolled 
to  a  standstill,  and  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  descended,  and 
they  were  borne  to  her  landing  in  the  lift. 

'  Good-night,'  he  said,  as  the  servant  opened  the  door. 
*  I  won't  come  in.1 

'Oh,  come  in;  it's  not  ten  o'clock.  You'll  have  a 
brandy-and-soda  before  you  go  ?' 

She  entered  without  waiting  for  his  reply,  and  Kent 
followed  her  reluctantly.  Only  the  lamp  had  been 
lighted,  and  the  room  was  full  of  crimson  shadow. 
He  stood  watching  her  unpin  her  bonnet  before  the 
mirror,  and  pull  at  her  gloves. 
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'  I  don't  think  I'll  stop,'  he  said  again,  <  really.  I've 
something  to  do.' 

'  If  I  can't  persuade  you '  she  answered  listlessly. 

Her  gaiety  had  deserted  her,  and  there  was  weari- 
ness in  her  attitude  as  she  drooped  by  the  mantelshelf; 
her  air,  her  movements,  had  a  languor  now.  She  put 
out  her  bare  hand  slowly,  and  Kent's  clung  to  it. 

He  stood  holding  her  hand  in  a  pause. 

'  I  can't  leave  you,'  said  Kent. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

It  was  a  little  less  than  a  fortnight  after  the  dinner  at 
Richmond  that  Kent  brought  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  the  ten- 
thousand- word  story  she  had  wanted,  and,  like  the  two 
earliest  tales  he  had  written  for  her,  it  was  work  to 
which  he  would  have  been  glad  to  see  his  own  name 
attached.  He  had  promised  to  let  her  have  half  a 
dozen  short  stories  as  soon  after  its  completion  as 
possible,  and  it  was  his  delight  to  surprise  her  by  the 
versatility,  as  well  as  the  originality,  of  the  invention 
he  displayed  in  these.  In  one  he  wrote  an  idyll ;  in 
another  a  gruesome  little  sketch,  bound  to  attract 
attention  by  its  weirdness ;  in  a  third  he  seemed 
to  be  running  through  the  stalest  of  devices  towards 
the  most  commonplace  of  conclusions,  until,  lo  !  in 
the   last  half-column  there  came    a  literary  thunder- 
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clap,  and  this  story  was  even  more  original  than  the 
preceding  ones.  But  all  the  links  fitted,  if  a  reader 
liked  to  take  the  trouble  to  look  back,  and  the  tragedy 
had  been  foreshadowed  from  the  beginning.  The  tales 
tickled  the  fancy  of  the  editor  for  whom  they  were  in- 
tended— so  much  so  that  he  asked  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  to 
contribute  regularly  for  a  few  months  ;  and  the  lady 
accepting  the  compliment  and  the  invitation,  Kent 
continued  to  supply  The  Society  Mirror  with  an  idyll, 
or  a  tragedy,  or  a  comedy  every  week  after  the  initial 
half-dozen  were  done,  astonished  at  his  own  fecundity. 

It  was  amazing  how  his  hand  was  emboldened,  his 
imagination  stimulated,  by  the  knowledge  that  his  stuff 
was  accepted  before  it  was  penned.  There  were  weeks 
during  which  he  turned  out  a  story  for  Mrs.  Deane- 
Pitt  nearly  every  day,  each  built  upon  a  more  or  less 
brilliant  idea,  each  noteworthy  and  distinctive  when  it 
appeared  in  The  Society  Mirror  or  elsewhere ;  and  if 
his  share  of  the  swindle  had  been  punctiliously  paid  to 
him  now,  he  would  have  been  making  a  good  deal  of 
money.  Even  as  it  was,  he  was  making  it  in  a  sense, 
for  his  partner  always  credited  him  withrtke  sums  that 
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were  not  forthcoming — entering  them  in  an  oxidized 
silver  note-book  that  she  kept  in  one  of  the  drawers  of 
her  desk — and  when  he  said  that  it  did  not  matter, 
laughingly  commanded  him  not  to  be  a  fool. 

His  conscience  was  not  dull,  however,  and  there  were 
hours  when  Kent  suffered  scarcely  less  acutely  than  one 
realizes  that  a  wife  may  suffer  sometimes  under  similar 
circumstances.  His  remorse  then  was  just  what  he 
had  known  it  would  be  while  he  struggled.  From 
making  his  projected  visit  to  Monmouth  he  had  ex- 
cused himself — it  was  repugnant  enough  to  play  the 
hypocrite  in  his  letters — and  by  degrees  Cynthia  ceased 
her  allusions  to  his  coming  ;  but  while  her  silence  on 
the  point  relieved  him  from  the  necessity  for  telling  her 
further  falsehoods,  it  intensified  his  shame  as  well. 

His  abasement  was  completed  by  the  seventh  rejection 
of  *  The  Eye  of  the  Beholder.'  He  sent  it  off  again  at 
once,  to  Messrs.  Kynaston,  to  get  it  out  of  his  sight ; 
but  the  return  of  the  ill-starred  package  had  revived  all 
the  passion  of  his  disappointment  concerning  it,  and  he 
could  not  get  rid  of  the  burning  at  his  heart  so  easily 
as  he  did  ofi£he  parcel.     The  weight  of  the  slighted 
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manuscript  lay  on  his  spirit  for  days  after  Thurgate  and 
Tatham's  refusal,  and  the  irony,  the  cruelty,  of  Fate 
lashed  him,  by  which  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  could  place  his 
hasty  work  in  the  best  papers,  was  enabled  to  pay  him 
two  hundred  pounds  for  writing  a  novel  of  which  he  was 
ashamed,  while  his  own  book,  to  which  he  had  devoted  a 
year,  was  scorned  on  all  sides.  True,  he  had  had  in  his 
own  name  very  much  better  reviews  than  those  which 
had  been  accorded  so  far  to  the  novel  he  had  written  for 
her ;  but  one  could  not  fill  one's  belly  with  reviews  when 
one  was  hungry,  or  warm  one's  hands  at  them  when  too 
poverty-ridden  to  procure  a  fire. 

Once  he  owned  to  her  something  of  the  mortification 
that  was  galling  him.  He  could  not  restrain  himself; 
he  wanted  her  to  comfort  him. 

1  "  The  Eye  of  the  Beholder  "  has  come  back  again/ 
he  groaned. 

*  Really  ?'  she  said.     '  How  many  is  that  ?' 

1  God  knows  !  It's  awfully  hard  that  you  can  place 
whatever  I  do,  Eva,  and  /  get  my  best  stuff  kicked  back 
to  me  from  every  publisher's  office  in  London.  I'm 
miserable  P 
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She  smiled.  She  did  not  mean  to  be  unfeeling,  but 
Kent  hated  her  for  it  furiously  as  she  turned  her  face. 

1  There's  much  in  a  name,"  she  said  with  a  shrug. 
*  What's  the  difference,  though?  Your  terms  aren't 
bad,  "miserable  one,"  whether  the  name  is  mine  or 
jours.  By  the  way,  I  can  work  another  tale  for  The 
Metropolis,  if  you'll  knock  it  off  for  me ;  I  was  going 
to  write  to  you.1 

Kent  never  appealed  to  her  for  sympathy  again ;  but 
a  little  later  there  came  a  letter  from  Cynthia,  replying 
to  his  brief  announcement  of  Thurgate  and  Tatham's 
rejection.  Her  consolation  and  prophecies  of 'success 
yet '  overflowed  four  sheets,  and  the  man's  throat  was 
tight  as  he  read  them. 

Well,  he  must  do  the  tale  for  The  Metropolis,  but  he 
would  write  some  short  stories  for  himself  as  well  as  for 
Eva,  Kent  determined.  It  had  not  been  a  lucrative 
occupation  when  he  essayed  it  before,  but  those  early 
stories  had  been  designed  from  a  bad  model  —  he 
perceived  it  now  :  he  would  write  some  short  stories  of 
the  pattern  which  were  so  successful  when  they  were 
signed  '  Eva  Deane-Pitt.' 
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He  began  to  see  his  work  over  her  signature  soon  in 
almost  every  paper  he  looked  at.  If  he  turned  the 
leaves  of  a  magazine  on  a  bookstall,  a  tale  of  his  own 
met  his  eyes,  signed  «  Eva  Deane-Pitt  * ;  if  he  picked  up 
a  periodical  in  a  restaurant,  on  two  out  of  every  four 
occasions  a  familiar  sentence  would  flash  out  of  the  pages 
at  him,  and  he  would  encounter  a  story  written  by  him- 
self, and  published  by  '  Eva  Deane-Pitt/  Yes,  he  would 
submit  to  the  editors  on  his  own  account.  He  would 
not  receive  the  same  terms  as  were  obtainable  by  her — 
that  he  knew ;  he  doubted  strongly  whether  he  would 
even  get  as  much  as  she  spared  to  him  after  retaining 
the  larger  share.  But  he  could,  and  he  would,  get  what 
was  dearer  to  him  than  the  extra  pounds — the  recognition 
and  the  kudos  to  which  he  was  entitled. 

He  found  he  did  not  phrase  so  quickly  when  he  put 
pen  to  paper  for  himself  as  he  did  in  his  capacity  of 
ghost,  but  he  was  not  discouraged,  for  he  felt  that  he 
was  phrasing  better.  For  a  week  he  did  nothing  for 
the  woman  at  all ;  he  wrote  all  day  and  half  the  night 
as  Humphrey  Kent,  and  when  a  manuscript  was  declined 
by  The  Society  Mirror  he  sent  it  to  The  Metropolis,  and 
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forwarded  the  story  rejected  by  The  Metropolis  to  The 
Society  Mirror.  He  could  not  abandon  his  work  for  her 
entirely,  but,  under  the  pressure  that  she  put  upon  him, 
and  his  new  interests,  he  wrote  for  her  more  and  more 
hastily,  wrote  frank  and  unmitigated  rubbish  at  last, 
and  on  one  occasion  candidly  told  her  so. 

She  had  telegraphed  him  at  six  o'clock,  begging  him 
to  call,  and  he  had  risen  from  his  table  feeling  his  head 
a  void.  She  clamoured  for  a  two-thousand- word  story 
by  the  first  post  the  following  morning,  and  insisted,  a.s 
usual,  that '  anything  would  do."  Kent  assured  her  that 
he  was  too  exhausted  to  even  invent  a  motive,  still  less 
could  he  produce  two  thousand  words  before  he  slept ; 
but  she  overruled  his  objections,  hanging  about  him 
with  caresses,  and  made  him  promise  that  the  sketch 
should  reach  her  in  time. 

'Write  twaddle,  dearest  boy,'  was  her  parting  in- 
junction; 'but  write  it.  A  motive?  A  mercenary 
girl  jilts  her  lover  because  he  is  poor,  and  then  her  new 
fiance  loses  his  fortune,  and  the  jilted  lover  succeeds  to 
a  dukedom,  and  says,  "  Get  out,"  like  Mrs.  Guppy. 
Write  a  story  that  Xoah  told  to  his  family  in  the  Ark, 
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only  cover  enough  pages.  Put  "  '  Yes,"  she  said  "  on  one 
line,  and  "  '  No  f  he  exclaimed  "  on  the  next — simply 
fill  it  out.     I  depend  on  you,  Humphrey,  mind.'* 

He  went  home  and  did  it,  on  the  lines  she  had  laid 
down.  She  wanted  bosh — she  should  have  it.  He  did 
not  stop  to  think  at  all.  He  sat  down,  and  wrote, 
without  a  pause  or  a  correction,  as  rapidly  as  his  pen 
would  travel,  and  posted  the  tale  to  her  before  half-past 
ten.     He  slipped  a  note  in  with  it : 

1 1  have  done  as  you  ordered,"  he  scribbled.  '  Don't 
blame  me  because  no  editor  will  take  it  now  you  are 
obeyed.' 

She  had  no  complaint  to  make,  however,  when  he  saw 
her  next,  and  it  was  after  this  occurrence  that  Kent's 
stuff  for  her  became  fatuous,  while  he  lavished  on  his 
own  a  wealth  of  fastidious  care  for  which  she  would 
have  mocked  him  had  she  known  it.  He  visited  her 
also  at  much  longer  intervals,  for  a  disgust  of  her 
caresses,  a  horror  of  the  febrile  afternoons,  which  always 
ended  with  a  petition  for  additional  tales,  was  forming 
in  his  mind ;    but  that  cowardice  prevented   him,  he 
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would  have  stayed  away  altogether.  Something  like 
horror  formed  of  the  woman  herself,  insatiable,  no 
matter  with  how  much  work  he  might  supply  her, 
coaxing  him  for  '  two  little  stories  more ;  anything  will 
do,v  while  a  batch  of  manuscripts  that  he  had  brought 
her  lay  in  her  lap.  He  could  remember  now,  with  her 
arms  about  him,  the  many  original  ideas  she  had  had 
from  him  at  the  commencement,  and  he  felt  with  a 
shudder  that  her  embrace  was  as  deadly  as  the  clutch 
of  an  octopus.  First  she  had  had  his  brains,  and  now 
she  was  stealing  his  conscience.  He  foresaw  that,  sooner 
or  later,  a  day  must  come,  if  the  strain  she  put  upon 
him  continued,  when  the  imagination  that  she  was 
squeezing  like  an  orange  would  be  sterile,  or  fraitful, 
at  least,  of  nothing  better  than  the  literary  abortions 
with  which  his  mistress  was  content. 

His  dismay  at  his  position  increased  rather  than 
diminished,  and  it  became  so  plainly  evidenced  that 
by  degrees  a  coldness  crept  into  the  woman's  manner 
towards  him,  which  Kent,  on  his  side,  was  at  no  pains 
to  dispel.  That  their  relations  had  drifted  on  to  a  busi- 
ness footing  alone,  inspired  him  with  no  other  fear  than 

vol.  ii.  24 
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that  presently  she  might  make  him  a  scene,  and  entail 
upon  him  the  disagreeable  necessity  for  declaring  as 
delicately  as  he  could  that  his  infidelity  to  his  wife  had 
been  a  madness  he  violently  regretted,  and  would  never 
repeat.  The  obvious  retort  would  be  so  superficially 
true  that  he  fervently  trusted  the  necessity  would  not 
arise. 

Meanwhile  the  short  stories  submitted  in  his  own 
name,  with  silent  prayers,  had  all  been  refused;  but, 
undeterred  by  the  failure,  he  wrote  more  and  more. 
The  present  tenants  of  No.  64  were  anxious  to  renew 
their  agreement  for  another  six  months,  and  Kent  was 
pleased  to  hear  it.  The  prospect  of  meeting  Cynthia 
again  frightened  him ;  and,  closing  readily  with  the  offer 
which  would  afford  him  a  respite,  he  remained  at  his 
literary  forge  in  Soho,  writing  for  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  and 
for  himself,  seeing  sometimes  three  of  the  tales  done 
for  her  published  in  different  papers  in  the  same  week, 
and  finding  those  submitted  in  the  humbler  name  of 
*  Humphrey  Kent '  returned  without  exception. 

He  would  have  pronounced  such  a  thing  an  exaggera- 
tion formerly  if  it  had  been  related  to  him,  but  now  he 
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discovered  that  it  could  be.  There  was  not  at  this 
stage  a  periodical  or  magazine  in  London  that  Hum- 
phrey Kent  did  not  essay  in  vain,  and  there  were  not 
more  than  three  or  four  (of  the  kind  that  one  sees  in  a 
club  or  an  educated  woman's  drawing-room)  in  which 
his  stuff  did  not  appear  during  the  same  period,  at 
a  handsome  rate  of  payment,  when  it  was  supposed 
to  be  by  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt.  There  were  not  five  papers 
making  a  feature  of  fiction  in  London  which  did 
not  consistently  reject  the  man's  best  work,  signed  by 
himself,  and  accept  his  worst,  signed  by  somebody  else. 
Not  five  of  the  penny  or  sixpenny  publications — not  five 
among  the  first  or  second-class  ones — not  five  editors 
appraising  fiction  in  editorial  chairs  who  did  not  either 
find  or  assume  a  story  bearing  the  unfamiliar  name  of 
Humphrey  Kent  to  be  below  their  standard,  while  they 
paid  five  or  ten  guineas  for  a  tale  scribbled  by  the  same 
author  in  a  couple  of  hours  when  it  was  falsely  repre- 
sented to  be  by  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt.  During  nine  months 
he  was  never  offered  a  single  guinea  by  an  editor  for 
a  tale.  Every  story  he  submitted  during  nine  months 
was  declined,  and  every  story  he  gave  to  Mrs.  Deane- 
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Pitt  was  printed.  Raging,  he  swore  that  one  day  he 
would  describe  the  monstrous  situation  in  a  novel ;  but 
he  knew,  even  as  he  swore  it,  that  the  circumstances 
would  never  be  believed,  and  that  the  '  extravagance ' 
would  be  called  the  blot  upon  the  book. 

Once  an  editor  did  know  his  name.  He  was  the 
editor  of  a  very  fashionable  magazine,  and  Kent  had 
called  at  the  office  with  an  inquiry  about  a  manuscript, 
concerning  which  he  had  been  hoping  to  hear  for  a  long 
while.  The  gentleman  was  extremely  courteous  to  him. 
He  did  not  remember  the  title,  and,  unfortunately,  he 
could  not  put  his  hand  on  the  tale  at  the  moment,  but 
he  would  read  it  immediately  it  was  found,  and  he 
promised  to  communicate  his  decision  without  delay. 

A  letter  from  him  (and  the  manuscript)  reached 
Kent  the  same  week.  It  was  as  considerate  a  letter  of 
rejection  as  anyone  could  indite.  The  editor  commenced 
by  saying  that  the  story  '  was  clever,  as  all  Mr.  Kent 

touched  was  clever,  but '     And  then  he  proceeded 

to  analyze  the  plot,  to  demonstrate  that  the  motive  was 
too  slight  for  the  purpose.  The  criticism  was  so  kindly 
worded  that,  though  Kent  could  not  perceive  its  justice 
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— he  was  sensible  enough  to  try — and  decided  that  it 
was  far-fetched,  he  felt  a  glow  of  gratitude  towards  the 
writer ;  and  his  appreciation  was  deepened  when  the 
following  post  brought  him  a  copy  of  the  newly-issued 
number  of  the  magazine, *  With  compliments.'' 

He  opened  it  at  once,  and  the  first  thing  he  saw 
was  a  story  done  for  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt — the  story  he  had 
written,  tired  and  insolently  careless,  about  the  mercenary 
girl,  and  the  jilted  lover,  and  the  succession  to  the  duke- 
dom. After  that  he  did  not  try  to  discern  the  acute- 
ness  of  the  criticism  any  more. 

And  now,  when  he  was  least  expecting  it,  there  came 
to  him  the  first  gleam  of  encouragement  he  had  had 
since  he  received  his  last  review.  Messrs.  Kynaston 
wrote,  offering  to  undertake  the  publication  of  '  The 
Eye  of  the  Beholder,1  if  he  were  willing  to  accept  forty 
pounds  for  the  copyright. 

He  did  not  hesitate  even  for  an  Instant ;  he  said 
*  Thank  God  P  as  devoutly  as  if  he  had  never  expected 
more  for  it,  and  passed  the  missive  to  Turquand,  who 
had  just  come  in.  The  journalist  gave  it  back  to  him 
with  a  grunt. 
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*  It's  a  wicked  price,1  said  Turquand ;  '  but  I  suppose 
you'll  take  it  to-day  if  you  can't  get  them  to  spring  ?' 

I  Take  it !'  echoed  Kent ;  '  I  could  take  them  to  my 
heart  for  it.  Oh,  thank  God !  I  mean  it.  Yes,  it's 
beggarly ;  it's  awful ;  but,  at  any  rate,  the  book  will  see 
the  light.  Price  ?  It  isn't  a  price  at  all,  but  the  thing 
will  be  published.  There's  quite  enough  money  for  us 
to  live  while  IWVriting  my  next,  and  this  will  send  me 
to  it  with  double  energy.  I  shall  go  to  Kynaston's 
to-morrow  morning.' 

He  did  go,  and,  though  less  enthusiastic  in  the  pub- 
lisher's presence,  his  attempt  to  induce  him  to  increase 
the  terms  was  but  weak.  Seven  rejections  had  made  a 
high  hand  unattainable. 

I I  got  a  hundred^for  my  first,'  he  said, ( and  you  offer 
me  forty  for  my  second.  It  isn't  scaling  the  ladder 
with  rapidity.' 

'The  other  was  longer,  perhaps,'  suggested  Mr. 
Kynaston,  tapping  his  fingers  together  pensively — : 
1  three  volumes  ?' 

1  Don't  you  reckon  that  this  will  make  three  volumes, 
then  ?'  said  Kent. 
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*  Two.  It's  unfortunately  short ;  that's  the  only  fault 
I  have  to  find  with  it.  I  like  it — it's  out  of  the  common ; 
but  there  isn't  enough  of  it.'  He  sighed.  '  I  am  sorry 
that  forty  is  the  most  I  can  say.  I  considered  the 
subject  very  deeply  before  I  wrote  you — very  deeply 
indeed/* 

His  expression  implied  that  he  had  lain  awake  all 
night  considering,  and  that  regret  that  he  couldn't 
quote  a  larger  sum  might  even  keep  him  awake  again 
to-night. 

He  did  not  disguise  his  opinion  of  the  novel,  how- 
ever, especially  after  the  matter  was  settled. 

6  Send  me  something  else,  Mr.  Kent,'  he  said  warmly, 
as  he  saw  the  author  downstairs  and  pressed  his  hand — 
1  something  a  trifle  longer — and  I  shall  be  able  to  make 
you  a  more  substantial  offer.  Yours  is  a  very  rare 
style  ;  you  have  remarkable  power,  if  I  may  say  so.  If 
fine  work  always  meant  a  fine  sale,  "  The  Eye  of  the 
Beholder"  should  see  six  editions.  I  shall  get  it  out  at 
once.  Good-day  to  you  :  and  don't  forget — make  your 
next  book  a  little  longer.' 

Turquand  would  not  be  back  for  some  hours,  and 
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Kent  did  not  hurry  home  after  leaving  the  office.  He 
sauntered  through  the  streets  reflecting.  He  was  re- 
solved that  now  he  would  do  ghost-work  no  more,  and 
he  wondered  how  Eva  would  receive  the  announcement 
of  his  decision.  Disappointing  as  she  would  doubtless 
find  it,  she  would  not  have  had  much  to  complain  of, 
he  thought,  and  he  congratulated  himself  anew  on 
their  liaison  having  ended,  since  it  left  him  but  the  one 
association  to  sever  instead  of  two.  Again  an  access  of 
remorse  in  its  most  poignant  form  assailed  him,  and  he 
wished  he  could  carry  his  good  news  to  Cynthia  in  lieu 
of  writing  it — wished  he  could  confess  to  Cynthia — 
wondered  if  the  desire  to  do  so  was  mad. 

This  desire  had  fastened  on  Kent  more  than  once. 
He  thought  he  should  feel  less  guilty  towards  her — 
would  be  less  guilty  towards  her — if  she  knew.  There 
had  been  moments  when,  if  they  had  not  been  separated, 
he  would  have  told  her  the  truth  in  a  burst,  and,  whether 
she  pardoned  him  or  not,  have  lifted  his  head,  feeling 
happier  from  the  mere  fact  that  the  avowal  had  been 
made.  Nor  did  he  deceive  himself  into  imagining  that 
his  craving  to  confess  to  her  was  any  shining  virtue. 


A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  PHILISTINES     169 

He  was  conscious,  just  as  he  had  been  conscious  in 
Paris,  when  he  had  informed  her  casually  of  the  supper 
in  the  Avenue  Wagram,  that  it  was  as  much  the  weak- 
ness of  his  character  as  its  nobility  which  urged  him  to 
voice  the  load  that  lay  on  his  mind  ;  but,  weak  or  noble, 
the  longing  was  always  there,  and  at  times  it  mastered 
him  completely. 

A  little  sleet  began  to  fall,  and  he  entered  a  restaurant 
and  ordered  some  coffee.  A  copy  of  Fashion  lay  on 
the  table,  and,  mechanically  turning  the  pages,  he 
noticed  that  the  feature  of  the  issue  was  an  instalment 
of  a  story  in  three  parts  by  Lady  Cornwallis.  The 
name  arrested  his  attention,  for  she  was  the  widow  of  a 
baronet  who  had  been  a  connection  of  the  late  Deane- 
Pitt's,  and  Kent  was  aware  that  Eva  and  she  were  on 
friendly  terms.  He  glanced  at  the  heading  with  an 
ironical  smile;  the  lady  was  not  known  to  him  as  an 
authoress,  though  she  had  figured  prominently  of  late 
in  the  witness-box,  where  a  shrewd  solicitor  and  a  smart 
modiste  had  posed  her  in  quite  a  romantic  light,  and 
he  surmised  bitterly  that  her  maiden  effort  in  fiction 
had  been  remunerated  more  handsomely  than  his  second 
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novel.  What  was  his  astonishment,  on  glancing  at  the 
opening  paragraph,  to  discover  that  the  story  '  By  Lady 
Cornwallis '  was  another  of  those  that  had  been  written 
by  himself  for  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt ! 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  editor,  believing  that  her 
name  would  be  a  draw  just  now,  had  offered  Lady 
Cornwallis  a  hundred  pounds  for  a  tale  that  would  run 
through  three  numbers.  Lady  Cornwallis,  who  had 
never  tried  to  write  anything  more  elaborate  than  a 
love-letter  in  her  life,  and  who  was  being  dunned  to 
desperation  for  an  account  at  a  livery-stable,  had  gone 
to  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt  to  do  it  for  her.  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt, 
who  wrote  much  less  quickly  than  she  pretended,  had 
relegated  the  duty  to  Kent.  It  was  a  literary  house- 
that-Jack-built.  Lady  Cornwallis,  assuming  that  her 
friend  might  ascertain  the  sum  the  editor  paid,  had 
ingenuously  halved  it  with  her ;  Mrs.  Deane-Pitt,  con- 
fident that  the  young  man  would  be  unable  to  ascertain, 
had  given  to  him  ten  pounds.  The  details  of  the  trans- 
action Kent  could  only  guess  at,  as  he  sat  in  a  restaurant 
staring  at  his  work  while  his  coffee  got  cold ;  but  the 
evolution  of  the  story  which  had  been  perpetrated  in  a 
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Soho  attic  for  ten  pounds,  and  was  published  as  Lady 
Cornwallis's  at  the  cost  of  a  hundred,  was  interesting. 

He  was  fiercely  and  inconsistently  resentful.  Li  one 
way  it  mattered  nothing  to  him.  Since  his  stuff  was 
not  printed  over  his  own  name,  it  was  really  unimportant 
over  whose  it  appeared ;  but  the  perception  did  not 
lessen  his  angry  sense  of  having  been  duped.  He  re- 
membered the  circumstances  under  which  he  had  written 
this  tale,  and  the  lies  that  Eva  had  told  him  concerning 
it.  Was  he  to  become  the  ghost  of  every  impostor  in 
London  ? 

Though  he  did  not  refer  to  the  discovery  he  had 
made,  it  lent  a  firmness  to  his  tone  when  he  informed 
her  that '  The  Eye  of  the  Beholder '  was  accepted,  and 
that  he  was  going  down  into  the  country  to  devote  a 
year  to  another,  and  she  heard  him  without  remonstrance. 
Whatever  her  faults,  she  had  the  inestimable  virtue  of 
being  a  woman  of  the  world,  and  she  did  not  endow 
the  parting,  for  which  she  was  partially  prepared,  with 
any  tactless  tragedy.  For  an  instant  only  she  considered 
the  feasibility  of  tenderness  begetting  a  reconciliation ; 
then  she  dismissed  the  idea.    The  man  was  remorseful — 
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not  of  having  become  estranged  from  her,  but  of  having 
ever  succumbed — and  tenderness  would  be  thrown  away, 
besides  making  the  interview  extremely  painful  for  him, 
which  she  had  never  been  in  love  with  him  ardently 
enough  to  desire  to  do.     She  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

'Everything  has  an  end,'  she  said  languidly — 'even 
"  Daniel  Deronda."  I  owe  you  a  lot  of  money,  by-the- 
by.  I'm  afraid  I  can't  square  accounts  with  you  at  the 
moment,  but  I  suppose  you  don't  mind  trusting  me  ?' 

'You  owe  me  nothing,'  answered  Kent.  'If  my 
boorishness  has  left  any  liking  for  me  possible,  let  me 
have  the  pleasure  of  feeling  that  I  did  you  one  or  two 
trifling  services.' 

But  he  did  not  go  down  to  the  country.  More  than 
ever  he  felt  that  to  rejoin  his  wife  with  his  guilt  un- 
acknowledged would  be  a  greater  trial  than  he  could 
endure.  She  was  so  innocent.  If  she  had  been  a 
different  kind  of  woman,  his  reluctance  would  have 
been  duller,  and  easier  to  overcome ;  but  to  have  been 
false  to  Cynthia  inspired  him  with  the  same  sense  of 
shame  as  if  he  had  robbed  a  blind  girl. 

That  he  could  not  delay  rejoining  her  much  longer 
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he  was  distressfully  aware.  It  was  ten  months  since  she 
had  gone  away,  and  even  if  the  people  in  Streatham 
wished  to  retain  the  house  for  a  third  half-year,  as  he 
understood  was  likely — their  return  to  New  York,  or 
wherever  they  had  come  from,  being  postponed — it 
would  be  no  reason  why  he  and  Cynthia  should  not  live 
together  either  in  Monmouth  or  somewhere  else. 

He  had  written  her  that  Messrs.  Kynaston  had  taken 
1  The  Eye  of  the  Beholder,'  and  during  the  next  day  or 
two  he  was  in  hourly  expectation  of  her  reply.  On  the 
third  afternoon  after  he  had  posted  his  letter,  the  door 
opened,  and  she  came  into  the  room. 

Kent  had  not  heard  the  bell  ring,  but  at  the  sound 
of  her  footstep  he  turned  quickly,  and  then,  almost 
before  he  realized  it,  his  wife  was  in  his  arms,  laughing 
and  half  crying,  saying  how  glad  she  was  to  see  him, 
how  delighted  she  was  at  the  book's  acceptance,  all  in 
a  breath. 

'I  had  to  come,'  she  exclaimed — 'I  had  to!  Oh, 
darling !  you  don  t  mind  because  the  money  isn't  much  ? 
Think  what  Kynaston  said  of  it !  And  for  your  next 
you'll  get  proper  terms.  .  .  .  Well,  are  you  surprised 


174    A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  PHILISTINES 

to  see  me?  Let  me  look  at  you.  You're  different. 
What  have  you  been  doing  to  yourself  ?  And  baby — 
you  wouldn't  know  baby.  He  talks !  .  .  .  IVe  been 
praying  you'd  be  at  home.  I  wouldn't  let  them  show 
me  in ;  IVe  been  picturing  walking  in  on  you  all 
the  way  in  the  train.  .  .  .  Sweetheart  P  She  squeezed 
him  to  her  again,  and  then  held  him  at  arm's  length, 
scrutinizing  him  gaily.  *  YouVe  changed,'  she  repeated ; 
'you  look  more  serious.  And  I?  Am  I  all  right — 
am  I  a  disappointment  ?' 

1  You  are  beautiful,'  said  Kent  slowly.  '  You,  too, 
have  changed.' 

He  gazed  at  her  with  a  curious  sense  of  unfamiliarity, 
striving  to  define  to  himself  the  alteration  that  puzzled 
him.  Her  face  had  gained  something  besides  the  hues 
of  health.  It  seemed  to  him  that  her  eyes  were  wider 
and  deeper  in  colour;  her  smile  was  more  complex. 
Vaguely  he  felt  that  he  had  thought  of  her  as  a  girl, 
and  was  beholding  a  woman — that  he  had  insulted  a 
woman  who  was  lovelier  than  any  he  had  known. 

'  Aren't  you  going  to  invite  me  to  take  off  my 
things  ?'  she  said.     '  May  I  ?' 
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'Do,'  he  answered,  with  the  same  sense  of  strange- 
ness. <  Can  I  help  you  ?  He  took  them  from  her 
awkwardly,  and  put  her  into  a  comfortable  chair,  and 
replenished  the  fire.  '  It's  a  new  hat,'  he  remarked ;  ■  it 
suits  you.  I  always  liked  you  in  a  little  hat.  Did  you 
get  it  down  there  f 

'  I  trimmed  it  myself,'  she  said.     '  Mind  the  pin  F 

1  You  shall  have  some  tea — or  would  you  rather  have 
dinner  ?     You  must  be  hungry  !' 

1  Tea,  please,  and  cake.     Can  you  produce  cake  T 

1  There's  a  confectioner's  just  round  the  corner,'  said 
Kent,  ringing  the  bell. 

'Then,  Madeira.  I  didn't  tell  the  servant  who  I 
was.  Better  say  "my  wife"  casually  when  she  comes 
in.  I  suppose  you  don't  have  ladies  to  tea  and  Madeira 
cakes,  as  a  rule  ?' 

1  Not  as  a  rule,'  he  said — ■  no.' 

She  laughed  again,  and  stretched  her  shoes  to  the 
blaze  luxuriously. 

1  So  this  is  the  room,'  she  murmured ;  *  this  is  where 
you  lived  before  we  knew  each  other  ?  How  funny  that 
it  should  be  the  first  time  I've  been  in  it !     I've  often 
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imagined  you  here,  and  it  isn't  the  least  bit  like  what  I 
fancied,  of  course ;  I  always  saw  the  window  over  there. 
Well,  talk  to  me — tell  me  all ;  what  are  you  thinking 
about?  I  believe  you  find  me  plain  now  the  hat's 
off!' 

Tea  was  brought  to  them  in  about  a  quarter  of  an 
hour,  and  they  sat  before  the  fire  sipping  it,  and 
stealing  glances  at  each  other — the  woman's,  amused, 
delicious ;  Kent's,  guilty  and  tortured.  He  was  tempted 
to  kiss  her,  but  could  not  bring  himself  to  do  it  de- 
liberately ;  and  with  every  phrase  that  fell  from  her  lips 
his  heart  grew  heavier. 

*  You've  scarcely  been  to  Strawberry  Hill  all  the 
time,  I  hear,'  she  said.  *  This  is  very  good  tea, 
Humphrey.' 

'Not  very  often,  I'm  ashamed  to  say;  I've  been  so 
busy.  Yes,  it  isn't  bad,  is  it  ?  the  landlady  provides  it. 
Are  they  offended  with  me  ?' 

I  H'mph !  they'll  look  it  over.  You'll  have  to  be  very 
nice  and  repentant,  bad  boy.' 

I I  must ;  I'll  go  this  week  if  I  can.' 

*  This  week !     You  must  take  me  to-night,'  she  cried. 


A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  PHILISTINES     177 

1  What  do  you  suppose  is  going  to  become  of  me  ?  I 
can't  stop  here.  .  .  .  Shall  I  give  you  another  cup  T 

Kent  felt  the  blood  sinking  from  his  face.  His  hands 
shook  as  he  bent  over  the  stove,  and  for  a  moment  he 
could  not  find  voice  to  reply. 

'  You  don't  return  to  Monmouth  to-night  T  he  asked 
harshly,  without  looking  at  her. 

'  N — no,'  she  said ;  '  I  can't  go  back  till  to-morrow."1 

'  I  was  thinking  of  the  child,1  he  muttered. 

'  He  is  as  safe  with  the  nurse  as  with  me,1  she 
answered ;  '  I  wouldn't  have  left  him  even  for  a  day 
otherwise.1 

■  I  see,1  said  Kent. 

His  pause  appeared  to  him  to  become  significant  and 
terrible. 

'I  can't  go  there  with  you  this  evening,1  he  said 
abruptly ;  '  it  can't  be  done.  I  have  to  be  here  ;  there 
is  someone  I  must  meet.  I  mean,  I  can  take  you  there, 
but  I  can't  possibly  stay.  You — you  must  forgive  me, 
Cynthia.1 

He  still  did  not  look  at  her ;  but  when  she  spoke,  the 
change  in  her  tone  cut  him  like  steel. 

vol.  ii.  25 
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6  You  will  do  as  you  like,1  she  said  quietly. 

He  lifted  himself,  and  faced  her. 

<  Cynthia  !' 

'Well?1 

6  Cynthia,  don't  think  I  don't  care  for  you.' 

She  did  not  reply,  but  she  was  very  pale,  and  her  lips 
were  set  proudly. 

'  You  are  angry  with  me  ?'  he  stammered. 

'What  prevents  you — your  business?  If  you  are 
too  late  for  a  train,  there  are  hansoms.  It  would  be 
expensive,  I  know.' 

<"  Expensive  !"' 

*  Perhaps  it  might  cost  half  a  sovereign.1 

*  Cynthia !     But  it's  impossible.' 

'  Oh,  please  don't  let  us  talk  about  it !'  she  said.  '  I 
made  a  mistake,  that's  all.  I've  made  a  good  many  since 
I  married  you ;  this  was  one  more.' 

'I  emit  go,'  gasped  Kent,  fighting   for  his  words. 

4 1 If  I  cared  for  you  less,  I  should.     I  can't  go, 

because  there's  something  I  must  tell  you  first.  If  .  .  . 
but  you  won't.  I  want  you  to  know  .  .  .  I've  a  con- 
fession to  make  to  vou.     It's  over,  but  .  .  .  I've  acted 
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badly  to  you ;  I  haven't  the  right  to  go  to  you.  For 
God's  sake,  don't  hate  me  more  than  you  can  help — I've 
been  unfaithful.'1 

Her  first  sensation  was  as  if,  without  any  warning,  he 
had  turned  and  dealt  her  a  brutal  blow  in  the  face. 
There  was  the  same  staggered  sense  of  fright,  succeeded 
by  the  same  sick  wave  of  horror.  Another  woman  had 
known  him !  Her  brain  did  not  leap  for  details  in- 
stantaneously, as  a  man's  would  have  demanded  them 
in  the  reverse  of  the  situation ;  the  name  the  woman 
bore,  her  position,  the  colour  of  her  hair — what  had 
these  things  to  do  with  it  ?  A  hot  curiosity  to  compare 
her  with  herself  in  looks  would  follow ;  but  now,  while 
she  stared  at  him  with  bloodless  features,  she  was 
conscious  of  nothing  but  the  pollution  :  another  woman 
had  known  him.  Kent  stared  back  at  her,  appalled  by 
her  expression ;  but  he  divined  what  she  felt  no  more 
than  he  could  have  understood  her  emotions  had  she 
analyzed  them  for  him.  *  Another  woman  had  known 
him '  was  the  tumult  in  her  soul ;  he  believed  her  pride 
outraged  that  he  had  known  another  woman.  The 
difference  was  enormous.     The  curiosity  and  thirst  for 
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vengeance  apart,  the  wife's  sensation  was  what  the 
husband's  would  have  been,  had  he  heard  of  her  own 
defilement.  But  that  he  himself  appeared  to  her  denied 
he  could  not  grasp  ;  unworthy,  contemptible,  corrupt, 
he  realized,  but '  defiled,'  no. 

'  Cynthia,  forgive  me  P 

She  swayed  a  little  as  his  voice  struck  her  agony. 

4 1  will  try/ 

6  You  see  why  I  couldn't  go.' 

8  Yes,'  she  said  hoarsely,  '  I  see.** 

'I  should  have  told  you  anyhow  soon.  .  .  .  You 
aren't  sorry  I've  told  you  ?' 

'  I  don't  know.  I  think  ...  I  think  I  am  sorry  just 
now.     I  shall  be  able  to  thank  you  for  that  later.' 

6 1  did  it  for  the  best,'  said  Kent. 

*  You  were  right.' 

He  leant  against  the  mantelpiece,  his  chin  drooped 
upon  his  chest.  The  only  sound  in  the  room  issued 
from  the  kettle,  upon  which  the  woman's  eyes  were  fixed 
intently.   The  clock  of  St.  Giles-in-the-Fields  tolled  four. 

6  What  am  I  to  do  ?'  he  inquired. 

'  Oh,'  she  moaned,  e  don't  ask  me  ;  I  can't  think  yet. 
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.  .  .  You  have  killed  me,  Humphrey — you  have  killed 
mef 

He  dropped  before  her  chair,  and  stroked  her  hand. 
Her  pain  writhed  like  a  live  thing  at  his  touch,  but,  in 
pity  for  him,  she  let  the  hand  lie  still,  and  suffered. 

1  Did  you  .  .  .  love  her  so  much  ?'  she  asked. 

6 1  swear  I  did  not.1 

*  And  yet — Humphrey,  she  wasn't ' 

'I  was  mad.  She  was  a  ladv.  It  wasn't  love;  I 
didn't  love  her  at  all.  ...  If  you  were  a  man,  you  would 
understand.  I  sinned  with  my  body,  but  my  mind — she 
never  had  that  ...  it  was  with  you — with  you.  It  was 
the  animal  in  me — how  can  I  explain  myself  to  an  angel !' 

Presently  she  said : 

*  Does  a  woman  ever   learn  to  understand  a  man  ? 

She  gives  him  her  life,  yet  to  the  end They  begin 

differently.  ...  He  has  known  everything  before  he 
comes  to  her,  and  she  has  known  nothing.  She  is  told 
that  it  doesn't  matter,  that  it's  Nature,  that  it's  right. 
She  doesn't  believe  it  in  her  heart — the  more  she  loves 
him,  the  less  she  really  believes  it — but  she  tries  to  per- 
suade herself  she  believes  it.   It's  wrong — wrong.    She  is  a 
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new  girl  to  him,  and  to  her  lie  is  a  new  world.  How 
can  marriage  be  the  same  thing  to  both  !  You  didn't 
love  her,  but  you  gave  yourself  to  her.  Could  a  hus- 
band think  less  of  his  wife's  sin  for  such  a  reason  T 

Kent  rose,  and  stood  beside  her  dumbly.  Some 
glimmer  of  her  point  of  view  reached  him,  and  confused 
him  by  its  strangeness. 

8 1  will  do  whatever  you  order,''  he  said,  in  a  low  voice. 
*  What  can  I  say  ?' 

*  Help  me  to  forget,*1  she  said.  i  Will  you  help  me  to 
forget  T 

'  You  will  let  me  come  to  you  ?' 

'  Give  me  a  few  days — wait  a  few  days  first.  Only  I 
can't  be  your  wife  again,  Humphrey,  all  at  once — I 
can't.  .  .  .  Ah,  don't  think  me  unforgiving ;  it  isn't 
that.  Come  to  me,  if  you  will,  and  work,  and  we  will 
be  good  friends  together.  Don't  be  afraid;  I  won't 
make  it  bad  for  you,  I  promise — I  will  never  remind 
you  even  by  a  look.  .  .  .     Are  the  terms  too  hard  ?' 

4  You  are  merciful  to  me.' 

The  seconds  crept  away. 

'  I  must  go,'  she  said ;  '  I  will  write  to  you.' 
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'  Shall  you  go  to  your  mother's  ? 

6 1  must ;  there  is  no  train  to  Monmouth  after  three. 
^Vill  you  send  for  a  cab  to  take  me  to  Waterloo  ?  I'll 
tell  them  you  were  coming  with  me,  but  something 
prevented  you.  .  .  .  Can  I  bathe  my  eyes  in  your 
room  before  I  go  ? 

Kent  led  the  way  to  it,  and  returned  to  the  parlour 
till  she  rejoined  him.  Then  they  went  slowly  down- 
stairs, and  he  put  her  into  the  hansom.  She  leant 
forward,  and  gave  him  her  hand. 

1  Don't  be  afraid  of  me,"  she  whispered  again. 

'  God  bless  you  P  he  said,  closing  the  doors. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

Cynthia  wrote  to  him  to  come  to  her. 

The  day  was  bright,  and  a  promise  of  spring  was  in 
the  air  as  he  journeyed  down.  Some  of  its  brightness 
seemed  to  tinge  his  mood,  and  he  was  conscious  of  a 
vague  wonder  at  the  pleasurable  emotions  that  stirred 
him  as  the  fields  and  hedgerows  shot  past. 

Cynthia  stood  on  the  platform  awaiting  him,  though 
he  had  not  telegraphed  the  time  of  his  arrival.  He 
perceived  her  at  once,  and  was  momentarily  a  prey  to 
misgivings.  Her  welcoming  smile  as  they  advanced 
towards  each  other  dissipated  his  dread,  but  revived  his 
embarrassment,  and  his  reflection  of  it  appeared  to  her 
pitiable. 

*  I  knew/  she  said  frankly,  '  that  you  would  come  by 
this  train."' 
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She  gave  instructions  to  a  porter  about  his  luggage, 
and  Kent  passed  out  into  Monmouth  by  her  side.  He 
learnt  that  her  brother  had  come  down  to  see  her,  and 
was  now  at  the  cottage.  Caesar  was  spending  a  fort- 
night's holiday  with  his  parents. 

1  He  was  going  back  this  evening,  but  I  made  him 
stay  till  to-morrow.  Mrs.  Evans  found  him  a  room  a 
few  doors  off.1 

He  understood  that  it  was  to  lessen  the  awkwardness 
of  the  first  evening  for  him  that  she  had  detained  her 
brother,  and  was  grateful  to  her  as  he  replied. 

*  You  must  know  the  place  well  by  now  ?  he 
murmured,  looking  about  him. 

*  Every  inch,  I  think.  It's  so  pretty.  Fm  sorry  it 
isn't  summer  ;  you  would  see.  We  have  a  lot  of  artists 
then.  I  got  great  friends  with  two  girls  painting  here 
in  the  autumn ;  we  used  to  go  to  tea  at  each  other's 
lodgings.  I  learnt  a  lot.  .  .  .  That's  our  house — the 
one  at  the  corner.  There's  Mrs.  Evans  at  the  gate. 
She  calls  you  "  the  master."  She  hopes  the  master  will 
find  her  cooking  good  enough  for  him.  For  tea  she  has 
made  some  hot  cakes  specially  in  your  honour.' 
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As  they  drew  nearer,  a  nurse  approached  wheeling  a 
child.  He  heard  that  it  was  'Humphrey,1  and  bent 
over  the  little  fellow  timidly.  Cynthia  hung  about 
them,  praying  that  the  boy  would  not  cry.  She  asked 
him  who  the  gentleman  was,  and,  having  been  re- 
peatedly told  that  'papa  was  coming,''  he  answered 
'  Papa,"'  whereat  she  triumphed  and  the  man  was  pleased. 

In  the  parlour,  which  struck  Kent  agreeably  with 
its  quiet,  old  -  fashioned  air,  '  the  Right  Hand  of 
McCullough ,  was  perusing  a  financial  paper.  He  put  it 
aside  to  greet  Kent  cordially.  His  presence  dominated 
the  evening,  and,  in  the  knowledge  that  he  was  depart- 
ing early  next  day,  Kent  even  found  him  amusing, 
though  that  was  not  his  aim.  Ostensibly  he  was  not 
taking  a  holiday,  but  had  come  to  England  on  a 
mission,  and  his  vague  allusions  to  it  were  weighted  by 
several  names  of  European  importance.  Occasionally 
his  attention  wandered,  and  he  lapsed  into  a  brown 
study,  obviously  preoccupied  by  millions.  For  this  he 
apologized,  lest  it  had  been  unnoticed,  and  rallied 
Cynthia  on  the  '  yellow-backs '  which  were  visible  on 
the  bookshelf. 
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4 1  see  a  lot  of  yellow-backs  P  he  said,  lifting  an 
admonitory  finger. 

A  novel,  by  a  woman,  of  which  The  Speaker  had 
written  that  '  its  dialogue  would  move  every  literary 
artist  to  enthusiasm,"  lay  on  the  window-sill — Kent  had 
already  observed  it  with  gratification — and  Caesar  ac- 
knowledged that  he  had  read  it.  He  conceded  that  it 
possessed  *  a  superficial  smartness.'  '  Superficial ,  was 
his  latest  word,  and  when  his  discourse  took  a  literary 
turn,  the  adjective  recurred  with  all  the  '  damnable 
iteration '  of  '  our  great  country '  in  an  American 
leaderette. 

Kent's  bedroom  was  furnished  very  plainly,  but  was 
exquisitely  neat.  His  gaze  rested  with  thankfulness  on 
a  large  table,  whose  solidity  assured  one  that  it  would 
not  wobble.  On  it  were  a  blotting-pad  and  an  ink- 
stand, of  whose  construction  the  primary  object  had 
been  that  it  should  hold  ink ;  a  handful  of  early  flowers 
were  arranged  in  a  china  bowl.  There  was  a  knot  in 
his  throat  as  he  contemplated  these  preparations — the 
more  touching  for  their  simplicity — and  when  he  sat 
down,  the  table  confirmed  its  assurance,  and  he  found 
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that  the  position  afforded  him  a  view  of  a  corner  of  the 
garden. 

It  was  here  he  worked. 

By  degrees  the  frankness  of  her  manner  became  more 
spontaneous  in  Cynthia,  and  her  husband's  embarrass- 
ment in  her  society  was  sometimes  forgotten.  They 
were,  as  she  had  promised,  the  best  of  friends.  Their 
rambles  together  had  a  charm  which  one  associates  with 
a  honeymoon,  but  in  which  their  own  honeymoon  had 
been  lacking.  In  these  rambles  Kent  was  never  bored  ; 
it  appeared  to  him  delightful  to  place  himself  in  her 
hands,  and  be  taken  where  she  listed  in  the  April 
twilight.  To  seek  shelter  from  showers  in  strange 
quarters  was  adventurous ;  and  milk  had  a  piquancy- 
drunk  with  Cynthia  in  farmyards.  He  signed  the 
extension  of  the  Streatham  agreement  with  gladness. 

The  alteration  in  her  impressed  him  still  more 
strongly  now  that  he  had  opportunities  for  studying 
it ;  and  the  gradual  result  of  three  years,  presenting  itself 
to  him  as  the  fruit  of  ten  months,  was  startling.  His 
wife  had  become  a  woman — in  her  tone,  in  her  bearing, 
in  her  comments,  which  often  had  a  pungency,  though 
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they  might  not  be  brilliant.  She  was  a  woman  in  the 
composure  with  which  she  ignored  their  anomalous 
relations — a  very  fascinating  woman  withal,  whose 
composure,  while  it  won  his  admiration,  disturbed  him, 
too,  as  the  weeks  went  by.  It  was  in  moments  difficult 
to  identify  her  new  personality  with  the  girl's  whose  love 
for  him  had  been  in  such  constant  evidence.  Among 
her  other  changes,  had  she  grown  to  care  for  him  less  ? 
He  could  not  wonder  if  it  were  so. 

Shortly  after  his  arrival,  Messrs.  Kynaston  had  begun 
to  send  his  proof-sheets,  and  in  May  *  The  Eye  of  the 
Beholder '  was  published.  In  the  walk  they  took  after 
Cynthia  had  read  it,  she  and  Kent  spoke  of  little  else. 
It  had  amazed  him  to  perceive  how  eager  he  was  to  hear 
her  verdict,  and  at  her  first  words,  '  Fm  proud  of  you,' 
the  colour  rushed  to  his  face.  He  would  never  have 
supposed  that  her  approval  could  excite  him  so,  or  that 
her  views  would  have  such  interest  for  him.  When  the 
criticisms  commenced  to  come  in,  it  was  delicious,  as 
they  sat  at  breakfast,  to  open  the  yellow  envelopes  and 
devour  the  long  slips  with  their  heads  bent  together ; 
and  then,  after  he  had   paid  a  visit  to  the  child,  he 
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would  go  up  to  his  room,  and  wish  the  corner  of  the 
garden  that  he  overlooked  contained  the  bench. 

Despite  the  seven  rejections,  and  the  opinion  of 
Messrs.  Cousins"1  reader  that  the  construction  rendered 
the  novel  hopeless,  the  reviews  were  magnificent.  The 
more  important  the  paper,  the  less  qualified  was  the 
praise.  The  lighter  periodicals  were  sometimes  a  little 
'  superior,''  but  the  authoritative  organs  were  earnest 
and  cordial  in  their  approbation,  and  in  no  less  powerful 
a  pronouncement  than  The  Spectator's  the  construction 
was  described  as  'masterly.1  The  Saturday  repeated 
that  Mr.  Kent's  style  was  admirable ;  and  The  Athenceum, 
and  The  Chronicle,  and  The  Times,  and  every  journal 
to  which  a  novelist  looks,  described  him  as  a  realist  of 
a  high  order. 

Delusions  die  hard,  and  the  bitter  reviewer,  rending 
the  talented  young  author's  book,  is  a  companion  myth 
to  the  sleepless  editor  poring  indefatigably  over  illegible 
manuscripts  in  quest  of  new  talent.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  it  is  only  to  his  reviewers  that  the  struggling 
literary  man  ever  owes  a  c  thank  you ' ;  and  Kent  wrote 
with  exultation  and  confidence  under  the  stimulus  of 
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the  encouragement  he  received.  The  'Eye  of  the 
Beholder '  did  not  sell  in  thousands — you  may  lead  a 
donkey  to  good  work,  but  you  cannot  make  him  read — 
but  in  a  moderate  degree  it  was  a  success  even  with  the 
public,  and  composition  had  an  irresistible  attraction  in 
consequence. 

Nevertheless,  the  question  whether  Cynthia's  attitude 
was  not  perhaps  the  one  which  had  become  most  natural 
to  her  haunted  Kent  with  growing  persistency.  Had  it 
been  possible,  he  would  have  asked  her.  He  found  him- 
self desirous  of  a  little  tenderness  from  the  woman  who 
had  wearied  him  once — or  the  woman  who  had  sprung 
from  her.  She  was  merciful ;  she  was  charming ;  she  drew 
him  towards  her  strongly,  but  she  talked  to  him  as  if 
she  were  his  sister.  The  suggestion  of  a  honeymoon  in 
their  rambles  now  tantalized  him  by  its  illusiveness,  and 
he  was  piqued  by  the  feeling  that  their  intercourse  was 
devoid  of  even  the  incipient  warmth  of  courtship. 

It  occurred  to  him  that  the  book  upon  which  he  was 
engaged  might  be  dedicated  to  her,  and  the  idea  pleased 
him  vastly.  It  begot  several  other  ideas  which  he 
indulged.     Roses  were  transferred  from  a  shop- window 
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to  Cynthia's  bosom,  and  he  sent  to  town  for  a  story  she 
had  said  she  would  like  to  read.  Her  surprise  enchanted 
him,  and  he  wished,  as  her  gaze  rested  on  him,  that  he 
could  surprise  her  oftener.  The  thought  of  the  evening 
to  be  passed  beside  her  would  come  to  him  during  the 
day,  and,  tantalizing  or  not,  filled  him  with  impatience 
to  realize  the  picture  again.  Tea  was  no  sooner  finished 
than  they  put  on  their  hats,  and  wandered  where  their 
humour  led  them,  returning  at  sunset,  and  sometimes 
under  the  stars.  Supper  would  be  awaiting  them,  and 
afterwards  they  sat  and  talked,  or  dreamed,  by  the  open 
window,  until,  all  too  early,  she  gave  him  her  hand  and 
said  '  Good-night.1 

His  heart  followed  her.  Surely  Kent  comprehended 
that  the  feeling  she  awoke  in  him  was  more  than  admira- 
tion, more  than  pique,  was  something  infinitely  different 
from  the  calm  affection  into  which  his  first  fancy  had 
subsided.  He  felt  that  the  conditions  she  had  imposed 
had  aroused  no  ephemeral  ardour,  but  had  illumined  in 
himself  as  vividly  as  in  her  a  development  which  posses- 
sion had  left  obscure.  He  knew  he  loved  her — he  loved 
her,  and  he  was  unworthy  of  her  love.     He  could  not 
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speak — that  was  for  her — but  his  eyes  besought,  and  the 
woman  read  them.  She  made  no  sign.  So  speedily  ? 
— her  pride  forbade  it.  Her  manner  towards  him  re- 
mained unchanged  ;  but  tenderness  tugged  at  her  pride, 
and  joy  at  what  she  read  flooded  her  very  soul. 

She  would  be  contemptible  to  condone  so  soon,  she 
told  herself.  He  would  never  know  how  he  had  made 
her  suffer — never  suspect  how  in  minutes  the  unutterable 
recollection  she  had  hidden  for  his  sake  had  wrenched 
and  tortured  her  while  she  talked  to  him  so  easily  ;  she 
prayed  that  he  never  might  know  !  But  to  yield  at  his 
first  sigh,  because  he  looked  unhappy — how  could  she 
contemplate  it  ? 

Yet  was  his  unhappiness  her  only  temptation  ?  She 
trembled.  Was  she  despicable  to  long  for  his  arm 
about  her  again?  Was  it  degraded  to  feel  that  even 
to-day 

In  July  Kent  was  lonelier  than  he  had  been  hitherto. 
His  wife  could  seldom  contrive  to  accompany  him  when 
he  went  out,  and  the  excursions  were  in  any  case  cur- 
tailed. She  seemed  to  care  less  for  walking,  and  there 
were  little  aggravating  things  that  demanded  her  atten- 

VOL.  ii.  26 
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tion,  or  to  which,  at  least,  she  elected  to  give  it.  The  child 
missed  her  when  he  woke  at  eight  o'clock  if  she  was  not 
at  home  to  ran  in  to  him  ;  she  wanted  to  practise  on  the 
wheezy  piano  ;  there  was  needlework  she  was  compelled 
to  do — always  something. 

On  the  first  occasion  Kent  was  merely  disappointed, 
and  returned  early  in  low  spirits  ;  but  after  the  third  of 
his  solitary  expeditions,  his  misgivings  oppressed  him 
with  double  weight.  She  was  indifferent ;  no  other- 
explanation  was  possible — she  was  indifferent,  and  no 
longer  chose  to  mask  it. 

<  You  are  always  busy,"  he  told  her  at  last.  '  I  miss 
you  dreadfully,  Cynthia.  Is  it  so  important  that  what 
you  are  doing  should  be  gone  on  with  to-night  F 

6 1  should  like  to  finish  it  to-night,1  she  said  con- 
strainedly— 'yes.  Fm  sorry  you  miss  me,  but  the  girl 
is  clumsy  with  her  needle ;  one  can't  expect  perfec- 
tion.' 

'  Yesterday  something  else  prevented  you.  You  have 
only  been  with  me  once  this  week.' 

1  Surely  more  than  that,1  she  said  calmly  ;  '  twice,  I'm 
certain.1 
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1  Once ;  you  went  with  me  on  Tuesday.  There  is  all 
day  for  the  boy,  Cynthia;  you  might  spare  me  the 
evening.'' 

She  bent  lower  over  the  pinafore,  engrossed  by  it. 

4  It  isn't  only  the  boy,  poor  little  chap !  What  a 
tyrant  you'd  make  him  out!  Yesterday  I  didn't  feel 
like  going ;  I  was  up  to  my  eyes  in  a  book.' 

Kent  regarded  her  hungrily. 

■ 1  have  very  little  claim  on  you,  I  know  ;  but  when  I 
first  came ' 

4  'Sh  P  she  said ;  '  never  refer  to  your  claim  on  me, 
please.  Besides ' — she  smiled — '  what  a  mountain  out 
of  a  molehill.  If  I  haven't  been  with  you  since  Tuesday, 
we  must  have  our  walk  together  to-morrow.1 

Kent  found  this  very  unsatisfactory.  It  was  a  con- 
cession, and  he  did  not  seek  her  society  as  a  concession. 
The  walk,  as  usual  latterly,  was  brief,  and  neither  had 
the  air  of  enjoying  it  very  much.  They  roamed  through 
the  dusty  roads  for  the  most  part  hi  silence,  and  for  the 
rest  with  platitudes.  He  could  not  avoid  seeing  that 
her  companionship  was  accorded  reluctantly,  and  after 
their  return,  when  she  put  out  her  hand  in  the  stereo- 
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typed  '  Good-night,'  he  resolved,  as  he  remained  rumina- 
tive and  miserable,  that  he  would  not  beg  her  to  go  with 
him  any  more. 

He  was  not  without  a  hope  that,  by  refraining  from 
the  request,  he  might  move  her  to  gratitude ;  but  his 
wife's  avoidance  of  him  did  not  diminish,  and  when 
August  came,  he  questioned  whether  he  ought  not  to 
leave  her  for  a  while.  The  part  she  had  allotted  to 
herself  had  plainly  proved  more  than  she  could  sustain, 
and  to  relieve  her  of  his  presence  temporarily  might  be 
the  most  considerate  plan  he  could  adopt.  The  notion 
repelled  him  violently.  Though  she  was  colder  and  ill 
at  ease,  she  enchained  him.  He  had  very  little,  and 
that  little  he  was  loath  to  lose.  To  look  at  her  across 
the  room,  unobserved,  in  their  long  pauses  was  not 
charged  with  regret  only — the  bitterness  had  an  indefin- 
able joy  as  well ;  he  liked  to  note  the  effect  of  lamplight 
on  her  profile  as  she  read,  took  pleasure  in  her  grace 
when  she  moved.  To  spare  her  what  distress  he  could, 
however,  was  his  duty — yes,  if  she  wished  it,  he  would 
go.  He  debated,  where  he  sat  smoking  by  the  window 
one  evening,  whether  she  would  wish  it  if  she  knew  how 
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dear  she  had  grown  to  him ;  whether,  if  he  stammered 

to  her   something  of  his  remorse His  pain  had 

become  almost  intolerable. 

The  hour  was  very  still.  In  the  west,  on  the  faint 
azure,  some  smears  of  flame  colour  lingered — then,  while 
he  stared  out,  faded,  and  hung  in  the  sky  like  curls  of 
violet  smoke.  Over  the  myriad  tints  of  green  came  the 
low  whinny  of  a  horse.  His  wife  sat  sewing  by  the 
table,  and,  turning,  Kent  watched  the  rhythmical  move- 
ment of  her  hand,  a  passionate  longing  assailing  him  to 
free  his  tongue  from  the  weight  that  hampered  it,  and 
cry  to  her  he  loved  her,  though  she  might  not  care  to 
hear.  He  knocked  the  ashes  from  his  pipe,  and  sauntered 
nearer. 

'  Aren't  you  going  to  smoke  any  more  T  she  said. 

I  Not  now  ;  I've  been  smoking  all  day.' 
6  You  should  try  to  write  without.' 

I I  ought  to — but  I  never  could.' 

He  touched  the  muslin  on  her  lap  diffidently — it  WOB 
on  her  lap. 

6  What  are  you  making — another  pinafore  T 
6  Yes.     Do  you  think  it's  pretty  ?' 
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His  hand  lay  close  to  her  own;  but  she  held  the 
garment  up  to  him,  and  he  perforce  drew  back. 

It  was  not  so  easy  to  voice  emotion  as  to  feel  it. 
Half  an  hour  crept  away  ;  shadows  filled  the  room,  and 
a  gray  peace  brooded  over  the  grass  outside.  The  tones 
deepened,  and  beyond  a  ridge  of  blackened  boughs  the 
moon  swam  up.  He  decided  that  he  would  speak  after 
supper ;  but  after  supper,  when  she  resumed  her  sewing, 
he  felt  it  would  be  useless.  He  sat  by  the  hearth,  hold- 
ing a  paper  that  he  did  not  read.  Presently  the  land- 
lady was  heard  slipping  the  bolt  in  the  passage,  and 
Cynthia  pushed  her  basket  from  her,  preparing  to  retire. 
With  her  change  of  position,  a  reel  escaped,  and  rolled 
to  the  fender.  Kent  had  not  noticed  where  it  fell,  but 
he  became  conscious,  with  a  tremor,  that  she  was  stoop- 
ing by  his  side.  In  rising,  it  seemed  to  him  that  her 
figure  brushed  his  arm  as  if  with  a  caress.  She  had 
drawn  apart  from  him  before  he  could  do  more  than 
wonder  if  it  had  been  accidental,  but  now  he  watched 
her  with  a  curious  intentness.  She  wandered  about  the 
room  a  little  aimlessly,  righting  a  photograph,  settling 
a  flower  in  a  glass  upon  the  shelf.     Having  gathered 
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up  her  work,  she  hesitated,  and  sought  some  books — 
when  she  had  chosen  them,  her  amis  were  full,  and  she 
could  not  give  him  her  hand. 

But  she  did  not  say  '  Good-night,'  either.  As  she 
passed  him  on  the  threshold,  her  face  was  lifted,  and 
for  a  moment  her  gaze  engulfed  him. 

When  he  dared  to  interpret  it,  Kent  stole  shakenly 
up  the  stairs.  The  way  was  dark  ;  but  ahead — in  a 
room  of  which  the  door  had  been  left  ajar — his  eager 
eyes  saw  Light. 
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The  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas.    With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L..  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Artemus  Ward's  Works.    With  Portrait  and  Facsimile.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  is.  61.— Also  a  POPULAR  EDITION,  post  fvo,  picture  boards  is. 

•The  Genial  Showman  :    The  Life  and   Adventures  of  Artemus   WARD.    By  Edward  P, 
HiNGSTON,    With  a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6rf. 
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Ash  ton  (John),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  75.  6i.  each. 

History  of  the  Chap-Books  of  the  18th  Century.    With  334  Illustrations. 

Social  Life  in  the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne.    With  ^5  Illustrations. 

Humour,  Wit,  and  Satire  of  the  Seventeenth  Century.    With  82  Illustrations. 

English  Caricature  and  Satire  on  Napoleon  the  First.    With  115  Illustrations. 

Modern  Street  Ballads.    With  57  Illustrations. ^_ 

Bacteria,  Yeast  Fungi,  and  Allied  Species,  A  Synopsis  of.     By 

W.  B.  GROVE,  B  A.    With  87  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Bardsley  (Rev.  C.  Wareing,  M.A.),  Works  by. 

English  Surnames:  Their  Sources  and  Significations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  js.  6d. 

Curiosities  of  Puritan  Nomenclature.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Baring  Gould  (Sabine,  Author  of  'John  Herring,'  &c  ),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
Red  Spider. I     Eve. 

Barr  (Robert:  Luke  Sharp),  Stories  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

In  a  Steamer  Chair.    With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  DEMAIN  HAMMOND. 

From  Whose  Bourne,  &c,    With  47  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst  and  others. 

A  Woman  Intervenes.    With  8  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6x. 

Revenge  !    With  12  Illustrations  by  LANCELOT  SPEED,  &c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6j. 

Barrett  (Frank),  Novels  by. 

Tost  &vo,  illustrated  boards,  aj.  each  ;  cloth,  vs.  6Vr\each. 


Fettered  for  Life. 

The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 

Between  Life  and  Death. 

Folly  Morrison.     |     Honest  Davie. 

'     tie  ~ 


A  Prodigal's  Progress. 

John  Ford;  and  His  Helpmate* 

A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 

Lieut.  Barnabas.    |     Found  Guilty. 

For  Love  and  Honour. 


Little  Lady  Linton. 

The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets.  Cr.  8vo.  cloth,  3^.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  boards,  ar.;  cl.  limp,  is.  6d. 

The  Harding  Scandal.    Crown  fivo,  cloth,  g.r.  6V. [April,  1897. 

Barrett  (Joan).— Monte  Carlo  Stories.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  15 .  ed~7~ 
Beaconsfield,  Lord.     By  T.  P.  O'Connor,  M.P.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  55. 
Beauchamp  (Shelsley). — Grantley  Grange.     Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 
Beautiful  Pictures  by  British  Artists:  A  Gathering  of  Favourites 

from  the  Picture  Galleries,  engraved  on  Steel.     Imperial  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  21s. 

Besant  (Sir  Walter)  and  James  Rice,  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6</.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each. 


Ready-Money  Mortiboy, 
My  Little  Girl. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Thelems 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft,  &c. 

'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay,  &c. 

The  Ten  Years'  Tenant,  * 


There  is  also  a  Library  EDITION  of  the  above  Twelve  Volumes,  handsomely  set  in  new  type  on  a 
large  crown  8va  page,  and  bound  in  cloth  extra,  6s.  each :  and  a  POPULAR  Edition  of  The  Golden 
Butterfly,  medium  8vo,  6d. ;  cloth,  is.— New  EDITIONS,  printed  in  large  type  on  crown  8vo  laid  paper, 
bound  in  figured  cloth,  ^s.  6d.  each,  are  also  in  course  of  publication. 

Besant  (Sir  Walter),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ->s.  6rf.  each :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each, 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men.    With  12  Illustrations  by  Fked.  Barnard 

The  Captains'  Room,  Stc.    With  Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wmeeler. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair.    With  6  Illustrations  by  Harry  FurniSS. 

Dorothy  Forster.    With  Frontispiece  by  Charles  Green. 

Uncle  Jark   and  other  Stories.  |         Children  of  Gibeon. 

The  Wor'd  Went  Very  Well  Then.    With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  Fokhstier. 

Herr  Pauius:  His  Rise,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall.         |         The  Bell  of  St.  Paul'i. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F.  Waddy. 

To  Call  Her  Mine,  &c.     With  9  Illustrations  by  A.  FORESTIER. 

The  Holy  Rose,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  BARNARD. 

Armorel  of  Lyonesse  :  A  Romance  of  To-day.    With  12  Illustrations  by  F.  Barnard. 

St.  Katherine's  by  the  Tower.    With  12  Illustrations  by  C.  GREEN. 
•    Verbena  Camellia  Stephanotis,  &c.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Gordon  Browne. 

The  Ivory  Gate.  |        The  Rebel  Queen. 

Beyond  the  Dreams  of  Avarice.  With  12  Illusts.  b~y~ W7H.  Hyde.  Crown  Rvo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  dd. 

In  Deacon's  Orders,  &e.    With  Frontispiece  by  A.  FORESTIER.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

The  Master  Craftsman.    Crown  bvo,  cloth,  3*.  6d.  [-My,  1897. 

The  City  of  Refuge.    3  vols.,  crown  8vo,  15J.  net.  [Oct. 

The  Charm,  and  other  Drawing-room  Plays.  By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT  and  WALTER  H.  POLLOCK. 
With  qo  Illustrations  by  CHRIS  HAMMOND  and  A.  JuLE  GOODMAN.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant, 
gilt  edges.,  6s.  [Shortly. 

Fifty  Years  Ago.    With  144  Plates  and  Woodcuts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <$s. 

The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

London.     With  125  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6.1. 

Westminster.  With  Etched  Frontispiece  by  F.  S.  Walker,  R.P.E.,  and  130  Illustrations  by 
William  Patten  and  others.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  i8j. 

Sir  Richard  Wbittington.    With  Ftontispisce.    Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  ys.  64, 

Gaspard  de  Coligny,    With  a  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  y.  60,  i 
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Bechstein    (Ludwig).—  As    Pretty    as    Seven,   and   other  German 

Stones.     With  Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers  GRIMM,  and  98  Illustrations  by  RlCHTER.     Square 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  M.    gilt  edges,  js.  M. 

Beerbohrn  (Julius).— Wanderings  in   Patagonia;    or,  Life  among 

the  Ostrich-Hunters.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Bel  lew  (Frank).— The  Art  of  Amusing:    A  Collection  of  Graceful 

Arts,  Games,  Tricks,  Pu2zles,  and  Charades.     With  300  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4<\  6d. 

Bennett  (W.  C,  LL.D.).— Songs  for  Sailors.    Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  25. 
Bewick  (Thomas)  and  his  Pupils.     By  Austin  Dobson.    With  05 

Illustrations.    Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Bierce  (Ambrose).— In  the  Midst  of   Life :    Tales  of  Soldiers  and 

Civilians.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

Bill  Nye's  History  of  the  United  States.     With  146  Illustrations 

by  F.  QPPER.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6./. 

Bir6    (Edmond).  — Diary   of   a   Citizen    of   Paris  during   'The 

Terror.'  Translated  and  Edited  by  JOHN  DE  ViLLiERS.  With  2  Photogravure  Portraits.     Two  Vols., 
demy  8ro,  cloth,  aw.  [Shortly. 

Blackburn's  (Henry)  Art  Handbooks. 


Academy  Notes,  1875,1877-86,  1889, 

1890, 1892-1895,  Illustrated,  each  is. 
Academy  Notes,  1896.    is. 
Academy  Notes,  1875-79.     Complete  in 

One  Vol.,  with  600  Illustrations.     Cloth,  6s. 
Academy  Notes.  1880-84.     Complete  in 

One  Vol.,  with  700  Illustrations.    Cloth,  6s. 
Academy  Notes,  1890-94.     Complete  in 

One  Vol.,  with  800  Illustrations.    Cloth,  js.  6d. 
Grosvenor  Notes,  1877.    6d. 
Grosvenor     Notes,    separate    years    from 

1878-1890,  each  is. 
Grosvenor  Notes,  Vol.  I..  1877-82.  With 

300  Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


Grosvenor  Notes,  Vol.  II.,  1883-87.  With 
300  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  dr. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  Vol.  III.,  1S88-90.  With 
230  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo  cloth,  $s.  &r\ 

The  New  Gallery,  1888-1395.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations,  each  is. 

The  New  Gallery,  Vol.  I.,  1888-1392.  With 
250  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  doth,  dr. 

English  Pictures  at  the  National  Gallery. 
With  114  Illustrations,     u. 

Old  Masters  at  the  National  Gallery. 
With  128  Illustrations,     if.  6rf. 

Illustrated  Catalogue  to  the  National 
Gallery.    With  242  lllusts.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  y. 


The  Illustrated  Catalogue  of  the  Paris  Salon,  1896.    With  300  Facsimile  Sketches. 


Blind  (Mathilde),  Poems  by. 

The  Ascent  of  Man.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ks. 

Dramas  in  Miniature.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  MADOX  BROWN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  tr. 

Songs  and  Sonnets.    Fcap.  8vo,  velium  and  gold,  5J. 

Birds  of  Passage  :  Songs  of  the  Orient  and  Occident.    Second  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  linen  6s  net 


Bourget  (Paul).— A   Living  Lie.     Translated  by  John  de  Villiers. 

With  special  Preface  for  the  English  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

Bourne  (H.  R.  Fox),  Books  by. 

English  Merchants  :  Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Commerce.    With  numerous 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6<i. 
English  Newspapers  :  Chapters  in  the  History  ofjournalism.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  2« 
The  Other  Side  of  the  Emin  Pasha  Relief  Expedition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  dr. 

Bowers  (George).— Leaves  from  a  Hunting  Journal.      Coloured 

Plates.    Oblong  folio,  half-bound,  21J. 

Boyle  (Frederick),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  25.  each. 

Chronicles  of  No-Man's  Land.    |        Camp  Notes.        |        Savage  Life. 


Brand    (John).— Observations   on   Popular  Antiquities;    chiefly 

illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.    With  the  Additions  ol  Sir 
HENRY  ELLIS,  and  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -js.  6d. 

Brewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  Works  by. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and  Stories.     Eighteenth 

Thousand.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 
Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the  Dates :  Being  the  Appendices  to  *  The  Reader's  Hand- 

book,'  separately  printed.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
A  Dictionary  of  Miracles.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  -;s.  64. 

Brewster  (Sir  David),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  45.  6d.  each. 

More  Worlds  than  One  :  Creed  of  the  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  the  Christian.     With  Plates, 
The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Galileo,  Tycho  Brake,  and  Keplek.    With  Portraits. 
Letters  on  Natural  Magic.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Brillat=Savarin.— Gastronomy    as   a   Fine    Art.      Translated  by 

R.  E.  ANDERSON,  M.A.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2s. 

Brydges    (Harold).— Uncle  Sam   at  Home.     With  91  Illustrations. 

Post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  zs. ;  cloth  limp,  ss.  6d. 
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Buchanan  (Robert),  Novels,  &c,  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each  ;  pos  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature.    With  Frontispiece. 

Cod  and  the  Man.  With  11  Illustrations  by 

Fred.  Barnard. 
The   Martyrdom    of    Madeline.     With 

Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  COOPER. 


Love  Me  for  Ever.    With  Frontispiece. 
Annan  Water.        |   Foxglove  Manor. 
The  New  Abelard. 

Matt :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.  With  Frontispiece. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine.  With  Frontispiece. 
The  Heir  of  Linne.  |  Woman  and  the  Man. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Red  and  White  Heather.  |        Rachel  Dene. 

•  ■ ■ 

Lady  Kilpatrlck.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Wandering  Jew :  a  Christmas  Carol.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s, 

The  Charlatan.  By  RORERT  Buchanan  and  HENRY  MURRAY.    WithaFrontispiecebyT.il. 
Robinson.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3?.  6rf. 

Burton  (Richard  F.).— The  Book  of  the  Sword.     With  over  400 

Illustrations.     Demy  4to,  cloth  extra,  32s. 

Burton  (Robert).— The  Anatomy  of  Melancholy.    With  Transla- 
tions of  the  Quotations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6./. 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  An  Abridgment  of  Burton's  Anatomy.    Post  8vo,  half-bd.,  2*.  6d. 

Caine  (T.  Hall),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each.; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.   |        A  Son  of  Hagar.  |        The  Deemster. 

Also  a  Library  Edition  of  The  Deemster,  set  in  new  type,  crown  8vo,  cloth  decorated,  6s. 

Cameron  (Commander  V.  Lovett).— The  Cruise  of  the  'Black 

Prince '  Privateer.     Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s. 

Cameron  (Mrs.  H.  Lovett),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.  is.  ea. 

Juliet's  Guardian.  |  Deceivers  Ever. 

Carlyle  (Jane  Welsh),  Life  of.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland.    With 

Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.     Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -,s.  6d. 

Carlyle  (Thomas).— On  the  Choice  of  Books.     Post  8vo,  cl„  15.  6d. 

Correspondence  of   Thomas   Carlyle   and  R.  W.  Emerson,  1834-1872.     Edited  by 
C.  E.  NORTON.     With  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  ?4r. 

Carruth  (Hayden).— The  Adventures  of  Jones.    With  17  Illustra- 
tions.   Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  2j.  . 

Chambers  (Robert  W.),  Stories  of  Paris  Cife  by.    Long  fcap.  8vo, 

cloth,  2j.  6d.  each. 

The  King  in  Yellow. |        In  the  Quarter. 

Chapman's  (George),  Works.    Vol.  I.,  Plays  Complete,  including  the 

Doubtful  Ones.— Vol.  II.,   Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with   Essay  by  A.  C.  SWINBURNE.— Vol 
III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Chappie  (J.  Mitchell).— The  Minor  Chord :  The  Story  of  a  Prima 

Denna.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  yt.  bif. 

Chatto  (W.  A.)  and  J.  Jackson.— A  Treatise  on  Wood  Engraving, 

Historical  and  Practical.     With  Chapter  by  H.  G.  BOHN,  and  450  fine  Illusts.    Large  4to.  half-leather,  2Rr. 

Chaucer  for  Children  :  A  Golden  Key.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With 

8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.     Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6./. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.     By  Mrs.  If.  R.  Haweis.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Chess,  The  Laws  and  Practice  of.     With  an  Analysis  of  the  Open- 
ings.    By  HOWARD  STAUNTON.     Edited  by  K.  B.  WORMAI.D.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $s. 
The  Minor  Tactics  of  Chess  :  A  Treatise  on  the  Deployment  of  the  Forces  in  obedience  to  Stra- 
tegic Principle.     By  F.  K.  YOUNG  and  E.  C.  Howell.     Long  fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
The  Hastings  Chess  Tournament.     Containing  the   Authorised  Account  of  the  230  Games 
played  Aug.-Sept.,  1893.     With   Annotations   by   PlLLSBURY.  LASKER,  TARRASCH,  STBINITZ. 
SCHIFFERS,   TBtCHMANN,  BARDBLEBEN,    BLACKBURNE,  GUNSBERG,  Tinsi.EY.  Mason,  and 
Alhin  :  Biographical  sketches  of  the  Chess  Masters, ana m Portraits.   Edited  by  II.  F.  Cheshire. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  qs.  6d. 

Clare  (Austin).— For  the  Love  of  a  Lass.     Post  Svo,  is.  ;  el.,  is.  6d. 

Clive  (Mrs.  Archer),  Novels  by.     Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  is.  each. 
Paul  Ferroll.  L  |         Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife, 


CHATTO  &  W1NDLS,   no  &  in  St.  Martin's  Lane,   London,  W.C.         3 

Clodd  (Edward,  F.R.A.S.).—  Myths  and  Dreams.     Cr.  Svo,  y.61. 
Cobban  (J.  Maclaren),  Novels  by. 

The  Cure  of  Souls.    '-  '. liustrated  boards,  zs. 

The  Red  Sultan.    Crown  t        :Loth  extra,  3S.6J.  ;  post  Sro,  fllastrated  beards,  *r. 

The  Burden  ol  Isabel.     I:      ■  2vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6J. 

Coleman  (John),  Books  by. 

Players  and  Playwrights  I  have  Known.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  clc :' 
Curly:  A  Story  of  the  5:  ;.     Crown  8ro,  picture  cover,  u. 

Coleridge  (M.  E.). — The  Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.   Cloth,  is.6d. 
Collins  (C.  Allston).— The  Bar  Sinister.     Post  Svo,  boards,  zs. 
Collins  (John  Churton,  M.A.),  Books  by. 

Illustrations  of  Tennyson. 

Jonathan  Swift:  a  1       --       ;      .  .  _     :  _-      .;-.     ;r.    -  ;■--   :l--h  err-a.  ?j. 

Collins  (Mortimer  and  Frances),  Novels  by. 

Crown  c-,0.  cloth  extra,  jr.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight.  Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

Transmigration.  |        You  Play  me  False.        |        The  Yillage  Comedy, 

Sweet  Anne  Page.  I     A  Fight  with  Fortune,   j    Sweet  and  Twenty.     |    Frances 

Collins  (Wilkie),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  I  Sro,  illustrated  boards,  sr.  each ;  doth  limp,  ts.  W.  each. 

Antonina.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  JOHN  GILBERT.  R.A. 
Basil.    Illustrated  by  Sir  JOHN  GILBERT,  R.  A  *EV. 

Hide  and  Seek.    I  -  rJOHN  Gileert,  R. 

After  Dark.  l.  B.  Holghton.         |       "The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Dead  Secret.  >- Sir  John  G 

Queen  of  Hearts.  r,  R.A. 

The  Woman  in  White.  -.-  Sir  Iohn  Gilbert,  R.A..  and  F.  A_  Fraser. 

No  Name.  .  w.  cooper. 

My  Miscellanies. 
Armadale. 

The  Moonstone.  -r. 

Man  and  Wife.    With  Illustrations  bv  .ll. 

Poor  Miss  Finch.    I      r.nred  by  G.  Du 

Miss  or  Mrs.?  Illustrations  by  S.  L.  FlLOES,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.R.A. 

The  New  Magdalen.    IHusuaied by  G.  DP  MAURTER  :    -    RBmHARDT. 

The  Frozen  Deep.    : 

The  Law  and  the  Lady.     Wife  Illustrations  by  S.  L_  FiLDES.  R.A.,  and  SYDNEY  HALL. 
The  Haunted  Hotel.    With  1  •.:<thur  Hop.. 

The  Fallen  Leaves.  Heart  and  Science.  The  Evil  Genius. 

Jezebel's  Daughter.  '  I  Say  No.'  Little  Novels.     Frontis. 

The  Black  Robe.  A  Rogue's  Life.  The  Legacy  of  Cain. 

Blind  Love.    Wkh  a  Preface  by  Sir  Walter  Besant,  and  Illustranc- -. 

LAR  EDITION'S.    Medium  8vo,  id.  ea  each. 

The  Woman  In  White.  I  The  Moonstone. 


The  Woman  In  White  and  The  Moonstone  in  One  Volume,  medium  gr?.  c!cth.  aj. 

Colman's  (George)  Humorous  Works:  'Broad  Grins,"  •  My  Night- 

gown  and  Slippers,'  &c.     With  Life  and  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  -.'   £ ■:'. 

Colquhoun  (M.  J.).— Every  Inch  a  Soldier.  Post  Svo,  boards,  25. 
Colt=breaking,  Hi nts  on.  By  W.  M.  Hutchison.  Cr.  8vo,  cl,,  3?.  td. 
Convalescent  Cookery.  By  Catherine  Ryan.  Cr.  Svo,  is. ;  cl.,  is.  6d. 
Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works  by. 

Demonology  and  Devil-Lore. 

George  Washington's  Rules  of  Civility.    Fcap.  Svo,  Japanese  vellum,  is.  td. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Novels  by. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter.       ::wn8ro,  cloth  extra,  ts.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ar. 

Leo. 


Cooper  (Edward  H.).— Qeoffo ry  H a milton.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 
Cornwall.— Popular  Romances  of  the  West  of  England;  or,  The 

Drolls,  Traditions  and  Superstition,  of  Old  C  ■•mwatt.     Collected  by  ROBERT  HUNT;  F.R.5. 
two  Steel  Plates  by  GEORGE  Crcikshank.     Cr 

Cotes  (V.  Cecil).— Two  Girls  on  a  Barge.     With  44  Illustrations  by 

F.  H.  TOWNSEND.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  ?s.  6d, 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  no  &  ill  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 


Craddock  (C.  Egbert),  Stories  by. 

The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zr. 

His  Vanished  Star.    Crown  8vo.  clcth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Cram    (Ralph  Adams).— Black  Spirits  and  White.     Fcap.  8vo, 

cloth  ij.  6d. 

Crellin  (H.  N.)    Books  by. 

Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio.    With  28  Illustrations  by  S.  L.  Wood.  Crown  8vo,  cljth,  3*.  6A 

Tales  of  the  Caliph.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2c 

The  Nazarenes;   A  Dra:na.    Crown  8vo.  is. 

Crim  (Matt.).— Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel.     Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  with  a  Frontispiece  by  Dan.  Bf.ard,  3-r.  6d. :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.gj. 

Crockett  (S.  R.)  and  others. —Tales  of  Our  Coast.      By  S.  R. 

Crockett,  Gilbert  Parker,  Harold  Frederic,  'Q.,'  and  W.  Clark  Russell.    With  ia 

Illustrations  by  FRANK  BRANGWYN.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6a'. 


Croker    (Mrs.   B.   M.),    Novels   by.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6i. 

each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  2.r.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2j.  6d.  each. 
Pretty  Bliss  Neville.            I       Diana  Barrington.                  A  Family  Likeness. 
A  Bird  of  Passage.                      Proper  Pride.                     |      •  To  Let." 
YillageJTales  and  Jungle  Tragedies. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  6,/.  each. 
Two  Masters.      |        Mr.  Jervis.                    The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 
Married  or  Single? [Nov.  |        In  the  Kingdom  of  Kerry. jShorffy. 

Cruikshank's   Comic   Almanack.      Complete  in  Two  Series  :    The 

First,  from  1835  to  184^  ;  the  SECOND,  from  1844  to  185-?.  A  Gathering  of  the  Best  Humour  of 
Thackeray,  Hood.  Mayhew,  alkert  Smith,  A'Beckett,  Robert  Brough,  &c.  With 
numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK,  Hine,  Landells,  &c. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  -s.  6d.  each. 
The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.  By  BLANCHARD  Jerrold.  With  84  Illustrations  and  a 
Bibliography.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Cummin,?  (C.  F.  Gordon),  Works  by.     Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  85.  6d.  ea. 

In  the  Hebrides.     With  an  Autotype  Frontispiece  and  2?  Illustrations. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian  Plains.    With  42  Illustrations, 

Two  Happy  Years  in  Ceylon. With  2^  Illustrations. 

Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt.     With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece.     Demy  Svo,  clot*\,  7,r.  6d. 

Cussans  (John  E.). — A  Handbook  of  Heraldry;  with  Instructions 

for  Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    Fourth  Edition,  revised,  with  408  Woodcuts 
and  2  Coloured  Plates.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6j. 

Cyples  (W.).— Hearts  of  Gold.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  ed. ;  post  8vo,  bds.,  25. 
Daniel    (George).— Merrie   England   in  the  Olden  Time.    With 

Illustrations  by  ROBERT  CRUIKSHANK.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3^.6,/. 

Daudet  (Alphonse).— The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  aff. 

Davenant  (Francis,  M.A.). — Hints  for  Parents  on  the  Choice  of 

a  Profession  for  their  Sons  when  Starting  in  Life.     Crown  Svo,  i.r.  :  cloth,  i.r.  6d. 

Davidson  (Hugh  Coleman).— Mr.  Sadler's  Daughters.      With  a 

Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  Wood.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 

Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.  Yorke=),  Works  by.    Cr.  8vo,  is.  ea.;  cl.,  is.  6d.  ea. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical  Hints. 
Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
Foods  for  the  Fat :  A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 
Aids  to  Long  Life.    Crown  8vo,  ar.  ;  cloth  limp,  qs.6,{. 

Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete  Poetical  Works.   Collected  and  Edited, 

with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  Rev.  A.  B.  GroSART,  P.P.    Two  Vols. ,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  12J. 

Dawson  (Erasmus,  M.B.).-The  Fountain  of  Youth.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  with  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  NlSBET.  y.  6d. ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2*. 

De  Guerin  (Maurice),  The  Journal  of.    Edited  by  g7~sTTrebutien. 

With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-BeUVE.    Translated  from  the  20th  French  Edition  by  JESSIE  P.  FROTH 
INGHAM.    Fcap.  8vo,  half-bound,  aj.  6d. _^__ 

De  Maistre  (Xavier). — A  Journey  Round  my  Room.    Translated 

by  Sir  HENRY  ATTWELL.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2j.  6d. 

De  Mille  (James). — A  Castle  in  Spain.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with 

a  Frontispiece,  y.  6d. ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  ss. 

Derby  (The) :  The  Blue  Ribbon  of  the  Turf.    With  Brief  Accounts 

Of  THE  OAKS.    By  LOUIS  HENRY  CUR20N.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  «.  6rf. 


CtiATTO  A  W1NDUS,  iio  &  in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C.        y 
Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  25.  ea« 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  I        Circe's  Lovers. 

Dewar  (T.  R.).— A  Ramble  Round  the  Globe.     With  220  iilustra- 

tions.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

Sketches  by  Boz.  |        Nicholas  Nickleby.  |        Oliver  Twist. 

About  England  with  Dickens.    By  Alfred  Rimmer.    "With  57  Illustrations  by  C.  A.  Vander- 

HOOF,  ALFRED  Ri.MMER,  and  others.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6J. 

Dictionaries. 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles :  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.    By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  BREWER, 

L.L.D.     Crown  8vo,  c'.oth  extra,  js.  6d. 
The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and  Stories.    By  the  Rev. 

E.  C.  Brewer,  ll.D.    With  an  English  Bibliography.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ~s.  6d. 
Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the  Dates.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  zs. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.    With  Historical  and  Explanatory  Notes  by  SAMUEL 

A.  BENT.  A.M.     Crowa  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
The  Slang  Dictionary :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  6d. 
Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases :  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way  Matters.  By 
ELIEZER  EDWARDS.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  -s.  6d. 

Diderot.— The    Paradox  of  Acting:.      Translated,    with    Notes,  by 

WALTER  HERRIES  POLLOCK.     With  Preface  by  Sir  HENRY  Irving.     Crown  8vo,  parchment,  4J.  tci, 

Dobson  (Austin),  Works  by. 

Thomas  Bewick  and  his  Pupils.    Wijh  95  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
Four  Frenchwomen.    With  Four  Portraits.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top  6s. 
Eighteenth  Century  Yignettes.     Two  Series.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  dr.  each.— A  Third 
SERIES  is  nearly  ready. 

Dobson  (W.  T.).— Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentricities.   Post 

8vo,  cloth  hmp,  zs.  6d. 

Donovan  (Dick),  Detective  Stories  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  zs.  6d.  each. 
The  Man-Hunter.     |        Wanted  I 
Caught  at  Last. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan  ? 
Suspicion  Aroused. 


A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  Received. 
Link  by  Link.     |     Dark  Deeds. 
Riddles  Read. 


Crown  8vo,  sloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each  :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each ;  cloth,  zs.  6d.  each. 
The  Man  from  Manchester.    With  23  Illustrations. 
Tracked  to  Doom.    With  Six  full-page  Illustrations  by  GORDON  BROWNH. 

The  Mystery  of  Jamaica  Terrace.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Doyle  (A.  Conan).— The  Firm  of  Girdlestone.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d. 
Dramatists,  The  Old.     Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Portraits,  65.  per  Vol. 

**-n  Jonson's   Works.    With  x' 
William  Cifford.    Edited 


Ben   Jonson's    Works.    With   Notes,  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and   a  Biographical  Memoir  by 
iited  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.    Three  Vols. 


unapman  s  worKS.     inreevois.     v  01.  i.  contains  tne  riavs  complete  ;  vol.  II.,  Poems  and   Minor 
Translations,  with  an  Essay  by  A.  C.  SWINBURNE  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 
Marlowe's  Works.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.    One  Vol. 
Massinger's  Plays.    From  Gifford's  Text^    Edited  by  Colonel  Cunningham.    One  VoL 

Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette:  Mrs.  Everard  Cotes),  Works  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  id.  each. 
A  Social  Departure.    With  in  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
An  American  Girl  In  London.    With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsfxd. 
The  Simple  Adventures  of  a  Memsahib.    With  37  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6<r\  each. 
A  Daughter  of  To-Day. I        Vernon's  Aunt.    With  47  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst. 

Dyer  (T.  F.  Thiselton).— The  Folk- Lore  of  Plants.    Cr.  8voTcl  ,  6s. 
Early  English  Poets.      Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 

by  Rev.  A.  B.  GROSART.  D.D.    Crown  8ro,  cloth  boards,  dr.  per  Volume. 
Fletcher's  idlest  Complete  Poems.    One  Vol. 
Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Two  Vels. 
Herrick's    Robert)  Complete  Collected  Poems.    Throe  Vols, 
Sidney's  iSir  Philip)  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols. 

Edgcumbe  (Sir  E.  R.  Pearce).— Zephyrus:    A  Holiday  in  Brazil 

and  on  the  River  Plate.    With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cToth  extra,  5s. 

Edison,  The  Life  and  Inventions  of  Thomas  A.    By  W,  K.  L.  and 

ANTONIA  Dickson.    With  200  Illustrations  by  R.  F.  OUTCALT.  &c.    Demy  4to,  cloth  gilt,  18*. 


8        CHATfO  &  WlNDtJS,  H6  6t  in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.6.    

Edwardes  (Mrs.  Annie),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ts.  each. 
Archie  Lovell.  I     A  Point  of  Honour. 

Edwards  (EHezer).— Words,  Facts,  and   Phrases:    A  Dictionary 

of  Curious   Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way  Matters.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  Od. 


Edwards  (M.  Betham=),  Novels  by. 

Kitty.    Post  8vo,  boards,  ?s.  ;  cloth,  vs.  (ni.  |  Fel 


Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  is. 


Egerton  (Rev.  J.  C,  M. A.).  —  Sussex  Folk  and  Sussex  Ways. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  WACE,  and  Tour  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5J. 

Eggleston  (Edward). — Roxy  :  A  Novel.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  as. 

Englishman's  House,  The  :  A  Practical  Guide  for  Selecting  or  Build- 
ing a  House.     By  C  J.  RICHARDSON.     Coloured  Frontispiece  and  534  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  js.  6d. 

Ewald  (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.),  Works  by. 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince  Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany  (The  Young  Preten- 

DF.R).     With  a  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6rf. 
Stories  from  the  State  Papers.    With  Autotype  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Eyes,  Our  :  How  to  Preserve  Them.     By  John  Browning.    Cr.  8vo,  is. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.     By  Samuel  Arthur  Bent, 

A.M.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Faraday   (Michael),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  45.  6d.  each. 

The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile  Audience.    Edited 

by  WILLIAM  CROOKES,  F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 
On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature,  and  their  Relations  to  each  other.     Edited  by 
WILLIAM  CROOKES,  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

Farrer  (J.  Anson),  Works  by. 

Military  Manners  and  Customs.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

War:  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  '  Military  Manners  and  Customs.'    Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Fenn  (Q.  Manville),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  aj.  each. 
The  New  Mistress.            I          Witness  to  the  Deed.     |        The  Tiger  Lily. 
The  White  Virgin.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Fin=Bec — The  Cupboard  Papers  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of  Living 

and  Dining.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2J.  6d. 

Fireworks,  The  Complete  Art  of  Making ;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist's 

Treasury.     By  THOMAS  KENTISH.     With  267  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $J. 

First  Book,  My.  By  Walter  Besant,  James  Payn,  W.  Clark  Rus- 
sia.!., Grant  Allen,  Hall  Caine,  George  R.  Sims,  Rudyard  Kipling,  A.  Conan  Doyle, 
M.  E.  Braddon,  F.  w.  rohinson,  H.  Rider  Haggard,  r.  m.  Ballantynk,  I.  Zangwill. 

MORLRY  ROBERTS,    D.    CHRISTIE    MURRAY,    MARY   COREI.I.I,   J.    K.    lEROME,  JOHN   STRANi.E 

Winter,  Bret  Harte,  •  Q.;  Robert  Buchanan,  and  R.  L.  Stevenson,  with  a  Prefatory  Story 
by  JEROME  K.  Jerome,  and  185  Illustrations.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3J.  6V1. 
Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the  Letters  of  CHARLES  LAMB.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2j.  6d. 
A  Day's  Tour:    A  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.    With  Sketches.    Crown  4to,  is. 
Fatal  Zero.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3.?.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 
Bella  Donna.  I     The  Lady  of  Brantome.        I     The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Polly.  I     Never  Forgotten.  |     Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

The  Life  of  James  Boswell  (of  Auchinleclo.    With  Illusts.    Two  Vo}?.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  24J. 

The  Savoy  Opera.     With  60  Illustrations  and  Portraits.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ?s.  6d. 

Sir  Henry  Irving:   Twenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum.     With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d 

Flam mari 011  (Camille),  Works  by. 

Popular  Astronomy:  A  General  Description  of  the  Heavens.    Translated  by  J.  ELLARD  GORE, 

F.R.A.S.    With  Three  Plates  and  28?  Illustrations.     Medium  8vo,  cloth,  16s. 
Urania:  A  Romance.    With  87  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  sj. 

Fletcher's    (Giles,   B.D.)    Complete  Poems:    Christ's  Victorie  in 

Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor  Poems.    With  Notes  by 
Rev.  A.  B.  GROSART,  P.P.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Cs. * 

Fonblanque  (Albany).— Filthy  Lucre.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2*. 


CHATTO  &  W1NDUS,  no  &  in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C/       $ 
Francillon  (R.  E.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  ss.  each. 
One  by  One.                          |     A  Real  Queen.              |     A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 
Ropes  of  Sand.    Illustrated.       

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ?s.  each. 
Queen  Cophetua.     |     Olympia.        |     Romances  of  the  Law.     |    King  or  Knave  ? 

Jack  Doyle's  Daughter.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  y.  6d. 
Esther's  Glove.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  u. 

Frederic  (Harold),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

Seth's  Brother's  Wife.  |        The  Lawton  Girl. 

French  Literature,  A  History  of.     By  Henry  Van  Laun.     Three 

Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  -js.  6d.  each. 

Friswell  (Hain).— One  of  Two:  A  Novel.     Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  25. 
Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6d,  each. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities.        |        Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London  Fairs. 

Fry's  (Herbert)  Royal  Guide  to  the  London  Charities.     Edited 

by  JOHN  LANE.    Published  Annually.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Gardening  Books.     Post  8vo,  15.  each ;  cloth  limp.  is.  6d.  each. 

A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse.    Bv  George  Glennv. 
Household  Horticulture.    By  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.    Illustrated. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 

My  Garden  Wild.    By  Francis  G.  Htath.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Gardner  (Mrs.  Alan).— Rifle  and  Spear  with  the  Rajpoots:  Being 

the  Narrative  of  a  Winter's  Travel  and  Sport  in  Northern  India.    With  numerous  Illustrations  by  the 
Author  and  F.  H.  TOWNSEND.     Demy  4to,  half-bound,  21&, 

Garrett  (Edward). —The  Capel  Girls:  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  with  two  Illustrations,  y.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zr. 

Gaulot  (Paul).— The  Red  Shirts:  A  Story  of  the  Revolution.    Trans- 

lated  by  JOHN  DE  Villiers.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Gentleman's    Magazine,    The.       15.    Monthly.       Contains   Stories, 

Articles  upon  Literature,  Science,  Biography,  and  Art,  and  ■  Table  Talk '  by  SYLVANUS  URBAN. 
_  *»*  Bound  Volumes  for  recent  years  kept  in  stock,  8s.  6d.  each.     Cases  for  binding,  2S.  

Gentleman's  Annual,  The.     Published  Annually  in  November,     is. 

That  for  1896  is  entitled  A  Minion  of  the  Moon,  by  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

German   Popular  Stories.      Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm  and 

Translated  by  EDGAR  TAYLOR.     With  Introduction  by  JOHN  Ru: 
GEORGE  CRL'HCSHANK.     Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d, 


Translated  by  EDGAR  TAYLOR.     With  Introduction  by  JOHN  RUSKIN,  and  22  Steel  Plates  after 

'.  ;  gilt  edg 

Gibbon  (Chas.),  Novels  by.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d.  ea.;  post  8vo,  bds.,  is.  ea. 

Robin  Gray.    Frontispiece.  |     The  Golden  Shaft.    Frontispiece.  |        Loving  a  Dream. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

The  Dead  Heart. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  Will  the  World  Say? 

For  the  King.        \     A  Hard  Knot. 


ueen  of  the  Meadow. 
Pastures  Green. 


In  Love  and  War. 

A  Heart's  Problem. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 

The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Fancy  Free.        |     Of  High  Degree. 

In  Honour  Bound. 

Heart's  Delight.     |     Blood-Money. 


Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays  by.     In  Three  Series,  is.  6d.  each. 

The  FIRST  SERIES  contains  :  The  Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Galatea— Charity— The  Pnn<-ess— 

The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 
The  Second  Series  :  Broken  Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretchen— Dan!  Druce— Tom  Cobb 

— H.M.S.  '  Pinafore '—The  Sorcerer— The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 
The  Third  SERIES:   Comedy  and  Tragedy— Foggerty's  Fairy— Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern— 

Patience— Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Ruddigore— The  Yeomen  of  the  Guard— The  Gondoliers— 

The  Mountebanks — Utopia. 

Eight  Original  Comic  Operas  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.    Containing:  The  Sorcerer— H.M.S. 

•  Pinafore  '—The    Pirates  of    Penzance— Iolanthe— Patience— Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Trial  by 

Jury.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  zr.  6./. 
The  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  Birthday  Book:  Quotations  for  Every  Day  in  the  Year,  selected 

from  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A.  SULLIVAN.    Compiled  by  ALEX.  WATSON. 

KQyal  i6mo,  Japanese  leather,  2s.  &tf. 
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Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s.  each. 

Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  James  Duke,  Costermonger. 

The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain.  I        , 

Qlanville  (Ernest),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2j.  each. 
The  Lost  Heiress  :  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  H.  NlSCET. 
The  Fossicker :  A  Romance  of  Maslionaland.     Willi  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  NlSBET. 
A  Fair  Colonist.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  Wood. 

The  Golden  Rock.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 
Kloof  Yarns.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cioth,  is.  6d. 

Glenny  (George).— A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse: 

Practical  Advice  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.  Post  8vo,  is.  :  cloi!>. 

Godwin  (William).— Lives  of  the  Necromancers.    Post  8vo,  el.,  25. 
Golden  Treasury  of  thought,  The:    An  Encyclopaedia  of  Quota- 

TIONS.     Edited  by  THEODORE  TAYLOR.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  bd. 

Gontaut,  Memoirs  of  the  Duchesse  de  (Gouvcrnante  to  the  Chil- 

dren  of  France),  1773-1836.    With  Two  Photogravures.     Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra.  21s. 

Goodman  (E.  J.).— The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne.     Cr.  8vo,  35.  6d. 
Graham  (Leonard).— The  Professor's  Wife:  A  Story.    Fcp.  8v 
Greeks   and    Romans,  The   Life    of   the,   described   from   Antique 

Monuments.    By  ERNST  GUHL  and  W.  KONER.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  HUEFFER.    With  545  Illustra- 
tions.    Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

Greenwood  (James),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Wilds  of  London. |        Low-Life  Deeps. 

Greville  (Henry),  Novels  by. 

Nikanor.    Translated  by  EI.IZA  E.  Chasr.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  -is. 
A  Noble  Woman.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  $s.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Griffith  (Cecil).— Corinthia  Marazion  :  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  3-r.  6d.  ;   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ■as. 

Grundy  (Sydney). — The   Days  of  his  Vanity:    A  Passage  in  the 

Life  of  a  Youngjvlan.    Crc*vn  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ajr. 

liabberton   (John,  Author  of  '  Helen's  Babies  '),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  «■.  each  :  cloth  limp,  qs.  6d.  each. 
Brueton's  Bayou. I         Country  Luck. 

Hair,  The:   Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans- 
lated from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  PlNCUS.    Crown  Svo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Hake  (Dr.  Thomas  Gordon),  Poems  by.     Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex., 6s.  each. 

New  Symbols.  |        Legends  of  the  Morrow.        |        The  Serpent  Play. 

Maiden  Ecstasy.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  2s. 


Halifax  (C.).— Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient.      By  Mrs.  L.  T.  Meade  and 

Clifford  Halifax,  M.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6j. 

Hall  (Mrs.  S.  C.).— Sketches  of  Irish  Character.     With  numerous 

Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  MACLISE,  GlLliERT,  Harvey,  and  GEORGE  CrUIKSHank. 
Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  td. 

Hall  (Owen).— The  Track  of  a  Storm.  Crown  Svo.  cloth,  6s. 
Halliday  (Andrew).— Every-day  Papers.  Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
Handwriting,  The  Philosophy  of.      With  over  100  Facsimiles  and 

Explanatory  Text.     By  DON  FELIX  DE  SALAMANCA.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  g.r.  6.T*. ' 

Hanky=Panky:      Easy  and  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of 

Hand,  &c      Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMF.R.    With  goo  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  js.  6d. 

H  ardy  (Lady  Duff  us). —Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice.   PostSvo,  bds.,  2s. 
Hardy  (Thomas).— Under  the  Greenwood  Tree.     Crown  8vo  cloth 

extra,  with  Portrait  and  15  Illustrations,  3s.  6d.  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  gj.     rloth  limp.  2J.  6d. 

Harwood  (J.  Berwick).— The  Tenth  Earl.    Post  8vo,  boards,  25, 
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Harte's  (Bret)  Collected  Works.    Revised  by  the  Author.    LIBRARY 

EDITION,  in  Nine  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Vol.       I.  complete  Poetical  and  dramatic  works,    with  Steel-plate  Portrait. 
„        II.  The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers— American  Legends. 
„      III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts— Eastern  Sketches. 
„      IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.   |     Vol.  V.  Stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c 
„      VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 

VII.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.    with  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A. 
„  Vlll.  Tales  of  the  Pine  and  the  Cypress. 

IX.  Buckeye  and  Chapparel. 

The  Select  Works  of  Bret  Harte,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.     With  Introductory  Essay  by  J.  M. 

BELLEW,  Portrait  of  the  Author,  and  50  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Bret  Harte's  Poetical  Works.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper.    Crown  8vo.  buckram.  as.  6tt. 
A  New  Volume  of  Poems.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  5s.  [Prtfiarin*. 

The  Queen  of  the  Pirate  Isle.  With  28  Original  Drawings  by  KATE  GREENAWAY,  reproduced 
in  Colours  by  EDMUND  EVANS.     Small  4to.  cloth,  y. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  M.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  a*,  each. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains.    With  60  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L,  WOOD. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate,   with  59  illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  «ach. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs,  &c.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  NlSBET. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client,  and  Some  Other  People.    With  a  Frontispiece. 
Susy:  A  Novel.    With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  J.  A.  CHRISTIE. 
Saily  Dows,  itc.    With  47  Illustrations  by  W   D.  ALMOND  and  others. 
A  Protegee  of  Jack  Hamlin's,  &c.    With  26  Illustrations  by  W.  Small  and  others. 
The  Bell-Ringer  of  Angel's,  &c.    With  39  Illustrations  by  DUDLEY  Hardy  and  others, 
Clarence  :  A  Story  of  the  American  War.    With  Eight  Illustrations  by  A.  JULE  GOODMAN. 
Barker's  Luck,  &c.    With  39  illustrations  by  A.  Forestier,  Paul  Hardy,  &c. 
Devil's  Ford,  &c.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  W.  H.  Overend. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2j.  each. 
Gabriel  Conroy.  The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  Sec 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog,  <fcc |  Californian  Stories. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  2J.  each  ;  cloth,  2*.  6d.  each. 
Flip. I        Maruja.  |        A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

Haweis  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Books  by. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  6s. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations.     Sq.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  6s. 

The  Art  of  Dress.    With  32  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  it. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.    Demv  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children.    With  38  Illustrations  18  Coloured).    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.,  M.A.),  Books  by. 

American  Humorists :  Washington  Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  Tames  Russell 
Lowell,  Artemus  Ward,  Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.  Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Travel  and  Talk,  1885-93-95  :  My  Hundred  Thousand  Miles  of  Travel  through  America— Canada 

—New  Zealand— Tasmania— Australia— Ceylon  -The  Paradises  of  the  Pacific     With  Photogravure 

Frontispieces.     Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  21s. 

Hawthorne  (Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  $r.  Gd.  each  ;   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
Garth.  |        Ellice  Quentin.  Beatrix  Randolph.    With  Four  Illusts. 

Sebastian  Strome.  David  Poindexter's  Disappearance* 

Fortune's  Fool,    |     Dust.    Four  IHusts.      |  The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each. 

Miss  Cadogna.  |  Love— or  a  Name. 

Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.    Fcap.  8vo,  illustrated  cover,  is. 

Hawthorne  (Nathaniel).— Our  Old   Home.      Annotated  with  Pas- 
sages from  the  Author's  Note-books,  and  Illustrated  with  31  Photogravures.     Two  Vols.,  cr.  8vo,  ty. 

Heath  (Francis  George).— My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew 

There.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Animals  and  their  Masters. |  Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  Biron  ;  A  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  &f. :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ' 

Henderson  (Isaac).— Agatha  Page:  A  Novel.      Cr.  8vo. cl.,  3<.  6d. 
Henty  (G.  A.),  Novels  by. 

Rujub  the  Juggler.    With  Eight  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD.    Crown  8vo,  cLth,  y.  6d.\ 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 
Dorothy's  Double.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 
The  Queen's  Cup.    3  vols.,  rrown  8vo,  15s.  net. [Shortly. 

Herman  (Henry). — A  Leading  Lady.     Post  8vo,  bds.,  25. ;  cl.,25.  6d. 
Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides,  Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete 

Collected  Poems.    With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  GKOSART,  D.D., 
Steel  Portrait,  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  iBs. 
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Hertzka  (Dr.  Theodor).— Freeland:  A  Social  Anticipation.    Trans- 
lated by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Hesse=Wartegg  (Chevalier  Ernst  von). —  Tunis:    The  Land  and 

the  People.     With  22  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3-f.  6d. 

Hill  (Headon). — Zambra  the  Detective.   Post  8vo,  bds. ,  25. ;  cl.,  2s. 6d. 
Hi!!  (JohnyTWorks  by. 

Treason-Felony.    Post  8vo,  boards,  2j.        |     The  Common  Ancestor.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6rf. 

Hind  ley  (Charles),  Works  by. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings:   Including  Reminiscences  connected  with  Coffee  Houses, 

Clubs,  &c.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 

Hodges  (Sydney). — When  Leaves  were  Green.  3  vols.,  155.  net. 

Hoey  (Mrs.  Cashel).— The  Lover's  Creed.     Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 
Holiday,  Where  to  go  for  a.      By  E.  P.  Sholl,  Sir  H.  Maxwell, 

Bart.,  M.P.,   JOHN   WATSON,   JANE   BARLOW,   MARY  LOVETT  CAMERON,  JUSTIN  H.  MCCARTHY, 

Paul  Lange,  J.  W.  Graham,  J.  H.  Salter,  Plicebe  Allen,  S.  J.  Beckett,  L.  Rivers  Vine, 

and  C.  F.  GORDON  CUMMING.     Crown  Svo.  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Hollingshead  (John).— Niagara  Spray.     Crown  8vo,  15. 

Holmes  (Gordon,  M.D.)—  The  Science  of  Voice  Production  and 

Voice  Preservation.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Holmes  (Oliver  Wendell),  Works  by. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.    Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon  THOMSON.    Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  as.  6d.~-  Another  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth,  2J. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table  and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast-Table. 

In  One  Vol.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

Hood's  (Thomas)  Choice  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Life  of 

the   Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7.C  6d. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.    With  85  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

Hood    (Tom). — From   Nowhere   to   the   North    Pole:    A  Noah's 

Arkxological  Narrative.     With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  BRUNTON  and  E.  C.  BARNES.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Humorous  Works;  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.  With  Life  of  the  Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

Hooper  (Mrs.  Geo.).— The  House  of  Raby.     Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 
Hopkins  (Tighe).— "Twixt  Love  and  Duty.'     Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 
Home  (R.  Hengist).  —  Orion:     An  Epic  Poem.     With  Photograph 

Portrait  by  SUMMERS.     Tenth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  -js. 

Hungerford  (Mrs.,  Author  of  ■  Molly  Bawn  '),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each  :  cloth  limp,  2S.  6d.  each. 
A  Maiden  All  Forlorn.                  In  Durance  Vile.  A  Mental  Struggle. 

Marvel.  A  Modern  Circe. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  6rf.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2c  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Lady  Yerner's  Flight.  I        The  Red-House  Mystery. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d.  each. 
The  Three  Graces.    With  6  Illustrations. 

The  Professor's  Experiment.    With  Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 
A  Point  of  Conscience. [Feb.  1897. 

Hunt's  (Leigh)  Essays :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  &c.  Edited 

by  Edmund  Ollier.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  25. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zr.  each. 

The  Leaden  Casket.  |        Self-Condemned. |        That  Other  Parson. 

Thornicroft's  Model.    Post  8vo,  boards,  2J.     1     Mrs.  Juliet.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 

Hutchison  (W.  M.).— Hints  on  Colt-breaking.     With  25  Illustra- 

tions.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Hydrophobia  :  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System  ;  The  Technique  of 

his  Meth od,  and  Statistics.    By  RENAUD  Suzqr,  M.B.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hyne  (C.  J.  Cutcliffe).—  Honour  of  Thieves.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 
Idler  (The)  :    An  Illustrated  Magazine.     Edited  by  J.  K.  Jerome.     15. 

Monthly.    The  first  Eight  Vols.,  cloth,  5*.  each ;  Vol.  IX.,  7s.  6c/.— Cases  for  Binding,  is.  6d.  each. 
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Impressions  (The)  of  Aureole.     Cheaper  Edition,  with  a  New  Pre- 
face.   Post  8vo,  blush-rose  paper  and  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Indoor  Paupers.  By  One  of  Them.  Crown  8vo,  15.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Ingelow  (Jean). — Fated  to  be  Free.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  is. 
Innkeeper's  Handbook  (The)  and  Licensed  Victualler's  Manual. 

By  J.  TREVOR-DAVIES.     Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6rf. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,    Songs  of.      Collected  and   Edited  by  A; 

Perceval  Graves.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
Irving  (Sir  Henry)  :  A  Record  of  over  Twenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum. 

By  PERCY  Fitzgerald.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

James  (C.  T.  C).  —  A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.      Post 

8vo,  picture  cover,  if.  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Jameson  (William).— My  Dead  Self.  Post  8vo,  bds.,25.  ;  cl.,  2$.  6d. 
Japp  (Alex.  H.,  LL. P.). —Dramatic  Pictures,  &c.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Dark  Colleen.  |  The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

Jefferies  (Richard),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  25.  6d.  each. 

Nature  near  London.  |        The  Life  of  the  Fields.     |        The  Open  Air. 

»**  Also  the  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies.    By  Sir  Walter  Besant.    With  a  Photograph  Portrait. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  dr. 

Jennings  (Henry  J.),  Works  by. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Lord  Tennyson  :  A  Biographical  Sketch.    With  Portrait.    Post  8vo,  IS. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Jerome  (Jerome  K.),  Books  by. 


Stageland.    With  64  Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Fcap.  4to,  picture  cover,  is. 
John  Ingerfleld,  &c.  With  9  IUusts.  by  A.  S.  Boyd  and  John  Gulich.  Fcap.  8vo,  pic.  cov.  is.  6d 
The  Prude's  Progress :  A  Comedy  by  J.  K.  Jerome  and  Eden  Phillpotts.  Cr.  8vo,  is.  6d. 

Jerrold  (Douglas).— The   Barber's    Chair;    and   The  Hedgehog 

Letters.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  os. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by.   Post  8vo,  15.  ea. ;  cloth  limp,  15.  6d.  each. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

Household  Horticulture  :  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.    Illustrated. 

Jesse  (Edward).— Scenes  and  Occupations  of  a  Country  Life. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2S. 

Jones  (William,  F.S.A.),  Works  by.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  75.  6d.  each. 

Finger-Ring  Lore :  Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.    With  nearly  300  Illustrations.    Second 

Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
Credulities,  Past  and  Present.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners,  Talismans,  Word  and 

Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals,  Birds,  Ejjgs,  Luck,  &c.    With  Frontispiece. 
Crowns  and  Coronations  :  A  History  of  Regalia.    With  100  Illustrations. 

Jonson's  (Ben)  Works.      With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 

a  Biographical  Memoir  by  WILLIAM  GlFFORD.    Edited  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.      Three  Vols, 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

Josephus,  The  Complete  Works  of.    Translated  by  Whiston.    Con- 

taining  'The  Antiquities  of  the  Tews"  and  'The  Wars  of  the  Jews.'     With  52  Illustrations  and  Maps. 
Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  12s.  6d. 

Kempt  (Robert).— Pencil  and  Palette  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Kershaw    (Mark).  —  Colonial    Facts    and    Fictions:     Humorous 

Sketches.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6<f. 

King  (R.  Ashe),  Novels  by.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,35.  6d.  ea.;  post  8vo, bds.,  25.  ea. 

A  Drawn  Game.  I         'The  Wearing  of  the  Green,' 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Passion's  Slave.  i         Bell  Barry, 
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Knight    (William,   M.R.C.S.,    and    Edward,    L.R.C.P.).  —  The 

Patient's  Vade  Mecum  ;  How  to  Get  Most  Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.    Cr.  8vo,  if. ;  cl.,  if.  td. 

Knights  (The)  of  the  Lion  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  MARQUESS  OF  LORNR,  X.T.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6.r. 

Lamb's    (Charles)  Complete  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse,   including 

'Poetry  for  Children'  and  'Prince  Dorus.'  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H.  SHEP- 
HERD.   With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  the  '  Essay  on  RoastPig."    Crown  8vo,  half-bd.,  -js.  <xL 

The  Essays  of  Elia.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  zs. 

Little  Essays:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  CHARLES  LAMB,  selected  from  his  Letters  by  PERCY 
Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  vs.  6a. 

The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb.  With  Introduction  and  Notes  by  BRANDER  MAT- 
THEWS,  and  Steel-plate  Portrait.     Fcap.  8vo,  half-bound.  2f.  6d. _ 

Landor  (Walter  Savage).— Citation  and  Examination  of  William 

Shakspeare,  &c,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching'  Deer-stealing,  19th  September,  1582.  To  which 
is  added,  A  Conference  of  Master  Edmund  Spenser  with  the  Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the 
State  of  Ireland,  1595.     Fcap.  8vo,  half-Roxburghc,  2f.  6d. 

Lane  (Edward  William).— The  Thousand  and  One  Nights,  com- 
monly called  in  England  The  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments.  Translated  from  the  Arabic, 
with  Notes.  Illustrated  with  many  hundred  Engravings  from  Designs  by  HARVEY.  Edited  by  EDWARD 
STANLEY  POOLE.     With  Preface  by  STANLEY  LANE-POOLE.   Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  bd.  ea. 


Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by. 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parks.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.     Post  8vo,  laid  paperjialf-bound,  2f. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2f.  61/.  each. 
Forensic  Anecdotes. |         Theatrical  Anecdotes. 

Lehmann  (R.  C),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  is.  each;  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 

Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 

Conversational  Hints  for  Young  Shooters:  A  Guide  to  Polite  Talk. 


Leigh  (Henry  S.),  Works  by. 

Carols  of  Cockayne.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  In  bucki 
Jeux  d'Esprit.     Edited  by  HENRY  S.  LEIGH.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp. 


Leland  (C.    Godfrey).— A  Manual  of   Mending  and  Repairing. 

With  Diagrams.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gf. ________ 

Lepelletier  (Edmond).  —  Madame  Sans-Gene.      Translated  from 

the  French  by  JOHN  DE  VILLIERS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gf.  6d. 

Leys  (John).— The  Lindsays:  A  Romance.    Post  8vo,  illust.bds., 2s. 
Lindsay  (Harry).— Rhoda  Roberts:  A  Welsh  Mining  Story.   Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  3f.  6d. __^_____ 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  J    post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2c.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball.     I         lone.  Under  which  Lord  ?    With  12  Illustrations, 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas.  *  My  Love!'        |      Sowing  the  Wind. 

The  World  Well  Lost.    With  12  Illusts.  Paston  Carew,  Millionaire  and  Miser. 

The  One  Too  Many. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2f.  each. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family.    I         With  a  Silken  Thread. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Witch  Stories.  I        Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women. 

Freeshooting :  Extracts  from  the  Works  of  Mrs.  Lynn  Linton. 

Dulcie  Everton.    a  vols.,  crown  8vo,  iw.  net. 

Lucy  (Henry  W.).— Gideon   Fleyce:    A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  3f.  6d.  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ?f. 

Macalpine  (Avery),  Novels  by. 

Teresa  Itasca.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  if. 

Broken  Wings.    With  Six  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  HENNH3SY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  &r. 

MacColl  (Hugh),  Novels  by. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 
Ednor  Whitlock.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Macdonell  (Agnes).— Quaker  Cousins.     Post  8vo,  boards,  is. 

MacGregor  (Robert).— Pastimes  and  Players:    Notes  on  Popular 

Games.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2f.^?. 

Mackay    (Charles,    LL.D.).  —  Interludes    and    Undertones;    or, 

Mu&W  at  Twilight,    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 
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McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.),  Works  by. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from  the  Accession  of  Oueen  Victoria  to  the  General  Election  of 
i?So.     Four  Vols.,  demy  Bvo,  cluth  extra,   12;.  each.— Also  a   POPULAR  EDITION,  in  Four  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j.  each.— And  trie  J  U  hi  lee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end 
of  18S6.  in  Two  Vols.,  large  crown  8vu,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6 J.  each. 
*,*  Vol.  V.,  bringing  the  narrative  down  to  the  end  of  the  Sixtieth  Year  of  the  Queen's  Reign,  is 

In  preparation.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  12s. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times.    One  VoL.  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  dr.— Also  a  Cheap 
popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  is.  6d. 

A  History  of  tne  Four  Georges.    Four  Vol?.,  demy  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  12s.  each.     [Vols.  f.  &  If.  ready. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each  ;  post  3vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6Y.  each. 


The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley  Rochford. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

Miss  Misanthrope.    With  12  Illustrations. 


Donna  Quixote.     With  12  Illustrations. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens.       With  12  Illustrations. 

Camiola  :  A  Girl  with  a  Fonune. 

Tiie  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 


The  Riddle  Ring.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ?s.  6.1. [Jfaj 

•  The  Right  Honourable.'    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,  and  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed.     Crown 

8vo.  cloth  extra.  6s. .     

McCarthy  (Justin  Huntly),  Works  by. 

The  French  Revolution.    (Constituent  Assembly,  1789-91}.    Four  Vols.,  demv  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12*. 
each.  I.  c^  II.  ready:  Vols.  III.  &  IV.  in  theprtis. 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland.    Crown  3vo,  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Iraland  Since  the  Union:  Sketches  -,i  Irish  History.  179S-1S86.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Hafiz  In  London  :  Poems.    Small  Sro,  gold  cloth,  js.  6.1. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.    Crown  oro,  picture  cover,  is. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Doom:  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. 

Dolly  :  A  Sketch.     Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6.1. 

Lily  Lass:  A  Romance.     Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  if. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  61. 

The  Thousand  and  One  Days.    With  Two  Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  half-bd.,  12s. 

A  London  Legend.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6.1. 

MacDonald  (George,  LL.D.),  Books  by. 

Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination.    Ten  Vols.,  i6mo.  cloth,  gilt  edges,  in  doth  case,  sw. ;  or 

the  Volumes  may  be  had  separately,  in  Grolier  cloth,  at  is.  6d.  each. 
VoL     I.  Within  and  without.— The  Hidden  Life. 

II.  The  Disciple.— The  Gospel  women.— Book  of  Sonnets.— Organ  Songs. 
„    III.  Violin  Songs.— Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights.— a  Book  of  Dreams.— Roadsidb 

Poems.— Poems  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables.— Ballads.— Scotch  songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.   PHANTASTES  :  A  Faerie  Romance.  |      VoL  VII.  THE  PORTENT. 

„  VIII.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Giant's  Heart.— Shadows. 
,,     IX.  Cross  Purposes.— The  Golden  Key.— The  Carasovn.— Little  Daylight. 

X.  The  cruel  Painter.— The  Wow  o"  Rivven.— The  Castle.— The  Broken  Swords. 
—The  Gray  Wolf.— Uncle  Cornelius. 

Poetical  "Works  of  George  MacDonald.    Collected  and  Arranged  by  the  Author.    Two  Vols., 

crown  8vo,  buckram,  lis. 
A  Threefold  Cord.   Edited  by  George  MacDonald.    Post  Svo,  cloth,  jr. 

Phantastes  :  A  Faerie  Romance.    With  25  Illustrations  by  J.  BELL.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3?.  6d. 
Heather  and  Snow  :  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  $s.  6.1.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zr. 
Lilith:  A  Komance.    Second  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  ex: ra 

Maclise  Portrait  Gallery  (The)  of  Illustrious  Literary  Charao 

ters:  85  Portraits  by  Daniel  MACLISE  ;   with  Memoirs— Biographical,  CriticaL  BibHoeraphical 

an  I  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  halt"  01"  tiie  Present  Century,  by  WILLIAM 
BATES,  B.  A.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  65.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.    With  50  Illustrations  bv  Thomas  R.  MACQUOID. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Normandy  and  Brittany.    34  Musts,  by  T.  R.  MACQUOID. 


Through  Normandy.    With  02  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  MACQUOID,  and  a  Map. 
Through  Brittany.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  MACQUOID 
About  Yorkshire.    With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.   MACQUOID. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. |       Lost  Rose,  and  other  Stories. 

Magician's    Own    Book,    The :    Performances  with  Eggs,   Hats,  Sec. 

Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER.     With  203  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,)  s.  brf. 

Magic  Lantern,  The,   and  its  Management:  Including  full  Practical 

Directions.     By  T.  C.  HETWORTH.     With  10  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  is.  ;  ( loth,  is.  t,1. 

Magna  Charta  :    An   Exact   Facsimile  of  the  Original   in    the    British 

Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  $s. 

Mallory    (Sir  Thomas).  —  Mort  d' Arthur:    The   Stories  of    King 

Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)    Edifed  by  B.  MO^TGOMERIg  RAN- 
KING.   Post  §yp,  clath  limp,  »/. 
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Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by. 

The  New  Republic.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  aj. :  cloth  limp,  2r.  6d. 

The  New  Paul  &  Yirginia  :  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  aj.  6d. 

A  Romance  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  a/. 

Poems.    Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 

Is  Life  Worth  Living?    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Marks  (H.  S.,  R.A.),  Pen  and  Pencil  Sketches  by.     With  Four 

Photogravures  and  126  Illustrations.    Two  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  32s. 

Marlowe's  Works.     Including  his  Translations.     Edited,  with  Notes 

and  Introductions,  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2$.  each. 

A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats.  |      Fighting  the  Air. 

Open  S  Sesame! |       Written  in  Fire. 

Massinger's  Plays.     From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.     Edited 

by  Col.  CUNNINGHAM.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Masterman  (J.).— Half=a=Dozen  Daughters.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
Matthews  (Brander).— A  Secret  of  the  Sea,  &c.      Post  8vo,  illus- 

trated  boards,  2s.  ;  cloth  limp,  2j.  6d. 

Mayhew  (Henry).— London  Characters,  and  the  Humorous  Side 

of  London  Life.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  js.  6d. 

Meade  (L.  T.),  Novels  by. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d  each. 
In  an  Iron  Grip.  I  The  Yoice  of  the  Charmer.  .With  8  Illustrat!ons.[Aro». 

Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient.    By  L.  T.  Meade  and  Clifford  Halifax,  M.D.    Crown  8vo,  cl.  6$. 

Merrick  (Leonard),  Stories  by. 

The  Man  who  was  Good.    Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  a*. 

This  Stage  of  Fools.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Mexican  Mustang  (On  a),  through  Texas    to  the  Rio  Grande.      By 

A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  ARMOY  KNOX     With  255  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  25.  each. 

Touch  and  Go. |      Mr.  Dorillion. 

Miller  (Mrs.  F.  Fenwick).— Physiology  for  the  Young;   or,  The 

House  of  Life.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  is.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,  Wines,  &c. 

The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation  to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

Minto  (Wm.).— Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    Cr.  8vo,  15.;  cloth,  15.  6i. 
Mitford  (Bertram),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6d.  each. 

The  Gun-Runner  1  A  Romance  of  Zululand.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 

The  Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

The  King's  AEsegai.    With  Six  full-page  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 

Renshaw  Fanning's  Quest.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  wood. 


Molesworth  (Mrs.),  Novels  by. 

Hathercourt  Rectory.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  -as. 
That  Girl  in  Black.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Moncrieff  (W.  D.  Scott-).— The  Abdication  :  An  Historical  Drama. 

With  Seven  Etchings  by  JOHN  PETTIE,  W.  Q.  ORCHARDSON,  J.  MACWHIRTER,  COLIN  HUNTER, 
R.  MACBETH  and  TOM  GRAHAM.    Imperial  4to.  buckram,  au. 

Moore  (Thomas),  Works  by. 

The  Epicurean  ;  and  Alciphron.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  a*. 

Prose  and  Verse;  including;  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  MEMOIRS  OF  L&kD  BYRON.    Edited 
by  R.  H.  SHEPHERD.     With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  td. 

Muddock  (J.  E.)  Stories  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  6d.  each. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood.  With  ia  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  WOOD, 
Basile  the  Jester.    With  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  Wood. 
Young  Lochinvar.  

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret.         I  From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deen. 

Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful.  Pest  8yc,  illustrated  boards,  ?*.  j  cloth,  2jr.  &J, 


CHATTO  &  W1NDUS,   no  &  m  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C.       17 

Murray  (D.  Christie),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35-.  6rf.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 


A  Model  Father. 
Old  Blazers  Hero. 
Cynic  Fortune.    Frontisp. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 


First  Person  Singular. 
Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 
Times  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 

Joseph's  Coat.    12  Ulusts. 

Coals  of  Fire.    3  Ulusts. 

Val  Strange. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

A  Capful  o'  Nails.    Crown  8vo  cloth,  y.  6d.  [Shortly, 

Mount  Despair,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  GRENVILLE  MANTON.    Crown  8ro,  doth,  y.  6d. 
The  Making  of  a  Novelist :  An  Experiment  in  Autobiography.     With  a  Collotype  Portrait  and 
Vignette.    Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  6s. 

Murray  (D.  Christie)  and  Henry  Herman,  Novels   by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
One  Traveller  Returns.  I        The  Bishops'  Bible. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias,  &c.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  G.  NiCOLET. 

Murray  (Henry),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each  ;  cloth,  as.  6d.  each. 
A  Game  of  Bluff.  I       A  Song  of  Sixpence. 

Newbolt  (Henry).— Taken  from  the  Enemy.   Fcp.  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Nisbet  (Hume),  Books  by. 

*  Bail  Up.'    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  aj. 
Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Lessons  In  Art.    With  21  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

Where  Art  Begins.    With  27  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Norris  (W.  E.),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 

Saint  Ann's. |      Billy  Bellew.    Frontispiece  by  F.  H.  Tqwnsend. 

O'Hanlon  (Alice),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

The  Unforeseen. |      Chance  ?   or  Fate  ? 

Ohnet  (Georges),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

Doctor  Rameau.  |       A  Last  Love. 

A  'Weird  Gift.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  is. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path.  |       Whlteladies. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 

O'Reilly  (Mrs.).— Phoebe's  Fortunes.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
Ouida,  Novels  by.     Cr.  8vo,  el.,  35.  6d.  ea.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  ea. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Tricotrin. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Cecil  Castlemaine's  Gage 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Pock.        1     Idalia, 


Folle-Farlne. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.        |     Signa. 
Two  Wooden  Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne.        |  Friendship. 
A  Village  Commune. 


Moths.     !     Piplstrello. 
In  Maremma.    I     Wanda, 
Bimbi.        I        Syrlin. 
Frescoes.        I     Othmar. 
Princess  Napraxine. 
Guilderoy.      |     Ruffino. 
Two  Offenders. 


Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  each. 
Bimbi.    With  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
A  Dog  Of  Flanders.  &c.    With  Six  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  GARRETT. 

Santa  Barbara,  &c.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s. ;  crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 
Under  Two  Flags.    Popular  Edition.    Medium  8vo,  6d.  ;  cloth,  is. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected  from  the  Works  of  OUIDA  by  F.  SYDNEY  M3RRI5.    Post 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.— CHEAP  EDITION,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by. 

Thoreau  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Animal  Anecdotes.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y. 


Pandurang  Hari ;    or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.      With  Preface  by  Sir 

BARTLE  FRERE.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Parker   (Rev.   Joseph7  D.D.).— Might    Have    Been :     some    Life 

Notes.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. [Shortly. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.      A  New  Translation,    with   Historical 

Introduction  and  Notes  by  T.  M'CRIE,  D.D.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  is. 

Paul  (Margaret   A.).— Gentle  and  Simple.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with 

Fronfipiece  by  HELEN      PA TERSON,  y.  6d.  pqst  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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Payn  (James),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  td.  each  ;  post  Svo  illustrntcd  boards,  2J.  each. 
Lost  Sir  Maseingbard. 
Walter  s  Word. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy.  |     For  Cash  Cnly. 

High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 

A  Confidential  Agent.    'With  r2  Ilrusts. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn.    With  12  Illusrs. 


Holiday  Tasks. 

The  Canon's  Ward.    With  Portrait. 

Trie  Talk  of  the  Town.    With  12  iUusts. 

Glow-Worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  lVIirbrldge. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

Sunny  Stories.       |     A  Trying  Patient. 


Humorous  Stories.  !     From  Exile. 

Ttie  Foster  Brothers. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Bentinck's  Tutor.  I  A  County  Family. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

Carlyon's  Year.       I    Cecil's  Tryst. 

Murphy's  Master.  |    At  Her  Mercy. 


Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each. 


The  ClyrTards  of  Clyffe. 

Found   Dead.  I  Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Mirk  Abbey.    |  A  Marine  Residence. 

Some  Private  Views. 

Not  Wooed,  But  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Halves.  I   What  He  Cost  Her. 

Fallen  Fortunes.  I  Kit :  A  Memory. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 
In  Peril  and  Privation.    With  17  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Notes  from  the  *  News.'     Crown  8vo,  portrait  cover,  is. :  cloth,  is.  6./. 

Payne  (Will).— Jerry  the  Dreamer.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.;.  6d. 
Pennell  (H.  Cholmondeley),  Works  by.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  ea. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.    With  Illustrations. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.    With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  bv  G.  Du  MAURIER. 

The  Muses  of  May  fair  :   Vers  <le  Soci^te.    Selected  by  II.  C.  Pennell. 

Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  15.  ea.  ;  cloth,  \s.6d.  ea. 

Beyond  the  Gates.         |     An  Old  Maid's  Paradise.   |      Burglars  in  Paradise. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    Illustrated  by  C.  W.  ReepT  Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Phil  May's  Sketch  =  Book.     Containing  50  full-page  Drawings.     Imp. 

4to,  art  canvas,  gilt  top,  ioj.  6d.  

Phipson    (Dr.   T.    JL.).— Famous  Violinists   and    Fine  Violins: 

Historical  Nofes,  Anecdotes,  and  Reminiscences.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  $s. 

Pirkis  (C.  L.),  NovelsHbyT 

Trooping  with  Crows.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. 

Lady  Lovelace.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Planche  (J.  R.),  Works  by. 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms.    AVith  Six  Plates  and  209  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
Songs  and  Poems.  i3ro-i87Q.     With  Introduction  hv  Mrs.  MACKARXESS,     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  6s. 

Plutarch's    Lives   of   Illustrious   Men.     With  Notes  and  a  Life  of 

PI u t arch  by  JOHN  and  WM.  LAN GHORME,  and  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound    ioj.  61?. 

Poe's  (Edgar  Allan)  Choice  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    With  Intro- 

duction  by  CHARLES  BAUDELAIRE.  Portrait  and  Facsimiles.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ys.  6dC 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget.  &c.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ar. 

Pollock  (W.  H.). — The  Charm,  and  other  Drawing-room  Plays.     By 

Sir  Walter  Be ^ant  and  Walter  H .  Poli . ocrc.    50  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth  gilt,  6s.  [Shorty. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  25. 

Porter  (John).— Kingsclere.      Edited  by  Byron  Webber.     With  19 

lull  page  and  many  smaller  Illustrations.     Second  Edition.     Demy  Rvo,  cloth  decorated,  i8j. 

Praed  (Mrs.  Campbell),  Novels  by.     Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each." 

The  Romance  of  a  Station! |  The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  (td.  each  ;  post  8vo,  boards,  aj.  each. 

Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.        I  Christina  Chard.  With  Frontispiece  by  W.  PAGET, 

Mrs.  Tregaskiss.    With  8  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  exln,  y.  6d. \yan.  1897 

Price  (E.  C.^rNovehTby. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6rf.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each. 

Valentina.  |     The  Foreigners. |     Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Gerald.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ss. ^_^^^ 

Princess  Olga.  —  Radna :  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Proctor  (Richard "A.,  B.A.),  Works  by.~ 

Flowers  of  the  Sky      With  55  Illustrations.     Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  67. 

Easy  Star  Lessons.    With  Star  Maps  for  every  Night  in  the  Year.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  fix. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6.r. 

Saturn  and  its  System.    With  13  Steel  Plates.    Demy  8vo.  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Si, 

The  Universe  of  Suns.  etc.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ts,. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science  Workers.   Crcwu  8vo,  is.  6d. 
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Pryce  (Richard).— Miss  Maxwell's  Affections.     Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

with  Frontispiece  by  Hal  LUDLO'.v,  y.  M.;   post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  is. 

Rambosson   (J.).— Popular  Astronomy.     Translated  by  C.  B.  Pit- 
man^  

Randolph  (Lieut.-Col.  George,  U.S.A.).  — Aunt  Abigail  Dykes: 

A  NoveL     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Reade's  (Charles)  Novels. 

A  New  Collected  LIBRARY  EDITION',  compete  in  Seventeen  Volumes,  set  in  new  long-  primer  type, 
printed  on  laid  paper,  and  elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  price  y.  6d.  each,  is  now  publibhing  as  I 


Peg  Wofflngton;   and  Christie    John- 
stone, 
a.  Hard  Cash. 

3.  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.     With  a 

Preface  by  Sir  WALTER  BRSANT. 

4.  *  It  is  Never  too  Late  to  Mend.' 

5.  The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  Did 

Run   Smooth;    and  Singleheart  and 
Doubleface. 

6.  The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 

of  all  Trades;    A  Hero  and  a  Mar- 


Love  Me  Little,  Love  me  Long. 

8.  The  Double  Marriage. 

9.  Griffith  Gaunt. 

10.  Foul  Play. 

11.  Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

12.  A  Terrible  Temptation. 

13.  A  Simpleton. 

14.  A  Woman-Hater.  [O.-f. 

15.  The    Jilt,    and    other  Stories :      and    Gocd 

Stories  of  Men  &  other  Animu 

16.  A  Perilous  Secret.  [/->«■ 


tyr ;  and  The  Wandering  Heir.  I     17.  Readiana;  &  Bible  Characters-CT^.':,? 

In  Twenty-one  Volumes,  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 

Hard  Cash  I      Griffith  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play.    !    Put  Yoursaif  in  His  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

A  Simpleton.     I     The  Wandering  Heir. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 

The  Jilt,  and  other  Stories. 

A  Perilous  Secret.  |     Readiana. 


Peg  Wofflngton.     I     Christie  Johnstone. 

•It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  Did  Run 

Smooth. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;   Jack  of 

all  Trades  :  and  James  Lambert. 
Love  Me  Little.  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 


Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  td.  each  :  cloth,  zs.  each. 
•It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.'  |     The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

Peg  Woffington;  and  Christie  Johnstone. 

•It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend'  and  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth  in  One  Volume, 

mediua,  8vo,  cloth,  is.  

Christie  Johnstone.  With  Frontispiece.  Choicely  printed  in  ELzerirstvle.  Fcap.8ro.half-Roxb.2j.6ji 
Peg  Woffington.     Choicely  printed  in  Elzevir  stvle.     Fcap.  8vo,  half-Roxourghe,  is.  6d 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.     In  Four  Vols.,  post  8vo,  with  an  Introduction  by  Sir  WALTER  BR- 
SANT, and  a  Frontispiece  to  each  Vol.,  us.  the  set ;  and  the  ILLUSTRATED  LlLUAKY  EDITION; 
lustrations  on  every'  page.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8ro,  cloth  gilt,  42s.  net. 

Bible  Characters.    Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette,   u. 

Selections  from  the  Works  of  Charles  Reade.     With  an  Inirodi.etion  by  Mrs.  Alex.  Irb- 
LAND.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  with  Portrait.  6s.  ;  CHEAP  EDITION,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6J. 

Riddell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by. 

Weird  Stories.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6.f. :  post  8vo.  Illustrated  boards,  sj. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  -zs.  each. 
Tha  Uninhabited  House.                                    Fairy  Water. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party.           Her  Mothers  Darling 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. The   Nuns  Curse.     I  Idle  Tales. 

Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by.     Square  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  75.  6d.  each. 

Our  Old  Country  Towns.    With  55  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow.    With  50  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

About  England  with  Dickens.    With  58  Illustrations  by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof  and  A.  Rimmer. 

Rives  (Amelie).— Barbara  Dering.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6i. ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Robinson    Crusoe.      By  Daniel  Defoe.      With  37  Illustrations  by 

George  CRUIKSHank.     Post  Svo,  half-cloth,  2J. ;  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  is.  6J. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by. 

Women  are  Strange.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

The  Hands  of  Justice.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  6V.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

The  Woman  In  the  Dark.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $s.  6d. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s,  each. 

The   Poets*  Birds.  |     The  Poets'  Beasts. 

The  Poets  and  Nature:  Reptiles,  Fishes,  and  Insects. 

Rochefoucauld's,  Maxims   and   Moral   Reflections.      With   Notes 

and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  is. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The:    A   List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 

came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  1066.     Printed  in  Gold  and  Colours,  jj. 
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Rosengarten  (A.). — A  Handbook  of  Architectural  Styles.  Trans- 
lated by  W.  COLLETT-SANDAKS.    With  630  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ?j.  6d. 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  £>d.  each. 

Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

More  Puniana.    Profusely  Illustrated. 

Runciman  (James),  Stories  by.     Post  8vo,  bds.,  25.  ea.;  cl.,  2s.  6d.  ea. 

Skippers  and  Shellbacks.-                                   Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. I 

Russell  (Dora),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 

A  Country  Sweetheart.  |       The  Drift  of  Fate. 

Russell  (W.  Clark),  Novels,  &c,  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  zs.  6d.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire.  The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 

In  the  Middle  Watch.  An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

A  Yoyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the  '  Ocean  Star.' 


My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea-. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.  6d.  each. 


Is  He  the  Man? 

The  Good  Ship  ■  Mohock.' 

The  Phantom  Death,  &c.    With  Frontispiece. 

The  Convict  Ship. 


Heart  of  Oak. 

The  Tale  of  the  Ten.    With  12  Illustra- 
tions by  G.  MONTBARD.  {Mar.  1897. 


On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  us. ;  cloth  limp,  ss.  6d. 

Saint  Aubyn  (Alan),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.    With  a  Note  by  OLIVER  WENDELL  HOLMES  and  a  Frontispiece. 
The  Junior  Dean.  |     The  Master  of  St.  Benedict's.   |     To  His  Own  Master. 

Orchard  Damerel. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  is.  6d.  each. 

The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  I       Modest  Little  Sara. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
In  the  Face  of  the  World.  |         The  Trsmlett  Diamonds. 

Sala  (George  A.).— Gaslight  and  Daylight.     Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 
Sanson.  —  Seven  Generations  of  Executioners:    Memoirs  of   the 

Sanson  Family  (168S  to  1847).    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Saunders  (John),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each. 
Guy  Waterman.  |     The  Lion  in  the  Path.        1     The  Two  Dreamer*. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  bj.  each, 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth.  I  Heart  Salvage. 

The  High  Mills.  I  Sebastian. 

Joan  Merryweather.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ss. 
Gideon's  Rock.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd. 

Scotland  Yard,  Past  and  Present :  Experiences  of  Thirty-seven  Years. 

By  Ex-Chief-Inspector  CAVANAGH.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Secret  Out,  The:  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards;  with  Entertain- 
ing Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  '  White '  Magic.  By  W.  H.  CREMER.  With  300  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  td. 

Seguin  (L.  G.),  Works  by. 

The  Country  of  the  Passion  Play  (Oberammergau)  and  the  Highlands  of  Bavaria.    With 

Map  nn>l  17  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
Walks  in  Algiers.    With  Two  Maps  and  16  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Senior  (Wm.).-By  Stream  and  Sea.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Sergeant  (Adeline).— Dr.  Endicott's  Experiment.    Cr.  8vo,  35.  6d. 
Shakespeare  for  Children:    Lamb's  Tales  from    Shakespeare. 

With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  MOYR  SMITH.    Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d. 
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Sharp  (William).— Children  of  To-morrow.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  65. 
Shelley's  (Percy  Bysshe)  Complete  Works  in  Verse  and  Prose. 

Edited,  Prefaced,  and  Annotated  by  R.  HERNE  SHEPHERD.    Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  td.  each. 
Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols.: 
VoL     I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor  ;    Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson  ;    Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with  Stockdale ;    The  Wandering  Jew  ;    Queen   Mab,  with  the  Notes  ;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  j  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
II.  Laon  and  Cythna :   The  Cenci ;   Julian  and  Maddalo ;  Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;   The  Witch  of 
Atlas  ;  Epipsychidion  ;  H<r 
,,    III.  Posthumous  Poems  ;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy ;  and  other  Pieces. 
Prose  Works,  in  Two  Vols. : 
VoL     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Trvyne  :  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets ;  A  Refu- 
tation of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leitjh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
D      IL  The  Essays  :    Letters  from  Abroad  ;    Translations  and  Fragments,  edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
With  a  Biography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 
V  Also  a  few  copies  of  a  LARGE-PAPER  EDITION,  5  vols.,  cloth,  £1  xis.  td. 

Sheridan  (General  P.  H.),  Personal  Memoirs  of.   With  Portraits, 

Maps,  and  Facsimiles.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  24s. 

Sheridan's   (Richard    Brinsley)    Complete  Works,  with  Life  and 

Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry.  Translations,  Speeches, 
and  Jokes.    With  10  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  -js.  td. 

The  Rivals,  The  School  for  Scandal,  and  other  Plays.    Post  8vo,  naif-bound,  -zs. 

Bheridan's  Comedies:  The  Rivals  a;:  1  The  School  for  Scandal.  Edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by  BRANDER  Matthews.  With 
Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  td. 

Sidney's   (Sir  Philip)   Complete    Poetical    Works,   including  all 

those  in  '  Arcadia.'    With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  GROSART, 
D.D.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  18s. 

Signboards  :  Their  History,  including  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns  and 

Remarkable  Characters.    By  JACOB  Larwood  and  JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN.    With  Coloured  Frontis- 
piece and  94  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  td. 

Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ar.  each;  cloth  limp,  w.  td.  each. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary   Jane's  Memoirs, 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 
Zeph  :    A  Circus  Story,  &C 


Tales   of   To-day. 

Dramas  of  Life.    With  60  Illustrations. 

Memoirs  of  a   Landlady. 

My  Two  Wives. 

Scenes  from  the  Show. 

The  Ten  Commandments:  Stories. 


Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  ts.  each ;  cloth,  is.  td.  each. 
How  the  Poor  Live;    and   Horrible  London. 
The   Dagonet  Reciter   and   Reader:   Being  Readings  and  Recitations  in  Prose  and  Verse, 

selected  from  his  own  Works  by  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 
The  Case  of  George  Candiemas.  |        Dagonet  Ditties.    (From  Tlu  Referee.) 


Dagonet  Abroad.    Crown  8vo,  cioth,  3J.  td. 


Sister  Dora:    A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With    Four 

Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  id. ;  cloth,  td. 

Sketchley  (Arthur).— A  Match  in  the  Dark.     Post  3vo,  boards,  25. 
Slang   Dictionary  (The)  :    Etymological,   Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  td. 

Smart  (Hawley). — Without  Love  or  Licence:    A  Novel.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*-.  td. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by. 

The  Prince  of  Argolls.    With  130  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  td. 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  ts. 

Society  in  London.     Crown  8vo,  15. ;  cloth,  15.  6d. 

Society  in  Paris:    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.      A  Series  of  Letters 

from  Count  PAUL  VASILI  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ts. 

Somerset  (Lord  Henry).— Songs  of  Adieu.     Small  4to,  Jap.  vel.,65. 
Spalding  (T.  A.,  LL.B.).— Elizabethan  Demonology:   An  Essay 

on  the  Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jt. 
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Speight  (T.  W.)»  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 


The  Mysteries  of  Heron   Dyke. 
By  Devious  Ways,  &c. 
Hoodwinked  ;  &  Sandycroft  Mystery. 
The  Golden   Hoop. 
Back  to   Life. 


The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 
Burgo's  Romance. 
Quittance    in   Full. 
A  Husband  from  the  Sea. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each. 
A  Barren  Title.  I        Wife   or  No  Wife? 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each. 
A  Socret  of  the  Sea.  |    The  Grey  Monk.    |    The  Master  of  Trenance.       [Mar.  1897. 

Spenser  for  Children.    By  M.  H.  Tovvry.    With  Coloured  Illustrations 

by  WALTER  J.  MORGAN.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  3-r.  6^. 

Stafford  (John). — Doris  and  I,  &c.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6i. 
Starry  Heavens  (The)  :  A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal  i6mo, 

cluth  extra,  is.  6d. 

Stedman  (E.  C),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gs.  each. 

Victorian   Poets.  |        The  Poets   of  America. 

Stephens  (Riccardo,  M.B.).— The  Cruciform  Mark:  The  Strange 

Story  of  RICHARD  TRCGENNA,  Bachelor  of  Medicine  (Univ.  Edinb.)     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

Sterndale  (R.  Armitage).— The  Afghan  Knife:    A  Novel.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  6rf. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S. 

Stevenson  (R.   Louis),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  ea. 

Travels  with  a  Donkey.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 
An  Inland  Yoyage.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  WALTER  CRANE. 

Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men   and   Boohs. 

The   Silverado   Squatters.    With  Frontispiece  by  J.  D.  Strong. 
The    Merry   Man.  |     Underwoods :    Poems. 

Memories   and    Portraits. 

Yirginibus  Puerisque.  and  other  Papers.     |     Ballads.  |     Prince  Otto. 

Across    the    Plains,  with  other  Memories  and  F.ssays. 
Weir  of  Hermiston.    (R.  L.  STEVENSON'S  Fast  work.) 

Songs  Of  Travel.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  $s. 

Mew  Arabian  Nights.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

The  Suicide  Club;  and  The  Rajah's  Diamond.  (From  NEW  Arabian  Nights.)  With 
Fight  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  HENNESSY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  zs. 

The  Edinburgh  Edition  of  the  Works  of  Robert  Louis  Stevenson.  Twenty-seven 
Vols.,  demy  8vo.  This  Hdition  (which  is  limited  to  1,000  copies)  is  sold  in  Sets  only,  the  price  of 
which  may  be  learned  from  the  Booksellers.     The  P-irst  Volume  was  published  Nov.,  '1894. 

Stoddard  (C.  Warren).— Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 

Illustrated  by  WalliS  Mackay.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gat, 

Stories   from    Foreign    Novelists.      With   Notices  by    Helen   and 

ALICE  Zimmern.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6ci. ;  post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  as. 

Strange   Manuscript    (A)    Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  19  illustrations  by  GlLBRRT  GAUL,  5s.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Strange  Secrets.     Told  by  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Conan  Doyle,  Flor- 
ence MARRYAT,  &c.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Strutt  (Joseph). — The  Sports  and   Pastimes  of  the  People  of 

England  ;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shr.ws,  &c,  front 
the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Tune.  Edited  by  WILLIAM  Hone.  With  140  Illustrations.  Cr^wn 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6<i. 

Swift's  (Dean)  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  '  Gulliver's  Travels.'    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  js.  6d. 

Gulliver's  Travels,  and  A  Tale  of  a  Tub.    PostSvo,  half-hound,  is. 
Jonathan  Swift:  A  Study.     By  J.  CHURTON  Collins.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra  Zs. 
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Swinburne  (Algernon  C.)»  Works  by. 

Selections  from  the  Poetical  Works  of 

A.  C.  Swinburne.    Heap.  Svo.  6*. 
Atalanta  in  Calydon.    Crown  8vo,  6j\ 


Chastelard:  A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  7s. 
Poems  and  Ballads.    First  Series.    Crown 

8vo,  or  fcap.  8vo,  oj. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series.  Crown 

8vo,  9J. 
Poems  &  Ballads.  Third  Series.  C:.8vo,  7j. 
Bongs  before  Sunrise.    Crown  8vo,  ioj.  6d. 
Bothwell :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  12s.  6d. 
Bongs  of  Two  Nations.    Crown  Sv«,  6s. 
George  Chapman.    (See  Vol.  II.  of  G.  Chap- 

man's  Works.)    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Essays  and  Studies.    Crown  8vo.  jus. 
Erechtheus  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 
A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.    Cr.  8vo,  6r. 


A  Study  of  Shakespeare.    Crown  8vo.  Ss. 

Bongs  of  the  Springtides.    Crown  Svo,  ox. 

Studies  in  Song.    Crown  8vo.  7s. 

Kary  Stuart:  A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  8.r. 

Tristram  of  Lyonesse.    Crown  Svo,  es. 

A  Century  of  Roundels.    Small  4to,  &r. 

A  Midsummer  Holiday.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 

Marino  Faliero  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svt-  6s. 

A  Study  of  Yictor  Hugo.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Miscellanies.    Crown  8vo,  12s. 

Locrine  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

A  Study  of  Ben  Jonson.    Crown  8vo,  7s. 

The  Sisters  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Astrophel,  &c.     Crown  8vo,  7s. 

Studies  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Cr.8vo.9j. 

The  Tale  of  Balen.    Crown  Svo,  js. 


Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours:   In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Searcb 

of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.    With  Rowlandson'S  Coloured  Illustrations,  and  Life  of  the 
Author  by  J.  C.  HOTTEN.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7S.  6d. 

Taine's  History  of  English  Literature.     Translated  by  Henry  Van 

Lal'N.     Four  Vols.,  small  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  30J.— POPULAR  EDITION,  Two  Vols.,  large  crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  i$s. 

Taylor  (Bayard).  —  Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club:    Burlesques  of 

Modern  Writers.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Taylor  (Dr.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s.  each. 

The  Sagacity  and  Morality  cf  Plants :  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct  of  the  Vegetable 

Kingdom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  ioo  Illustrations. 
Our  Common  British  Fossils,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    With  331  Illustrations. 
The  Playtime  Naturalist.    With  366  Illustrations. 

Taylor     (Tom). —  Historical     Dramas.        Containing    'Clancarty,' 

Jeanne  Dare,' ''Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,' 'The  Fool's  Revenge,'  '  Ariovright's  Wife,    'Anne  Boleyn, 
•  Plot  and  Passion.'    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -s.  6d. 

***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  is.  each. 

Tennyson  (Lord)  :  A  Biographical  Sketch.     By  H.  J.  Jennings'.     Post 

8vo,  portrait  cover,  is.  :  cloth,  is.  61/. 

Thackerayana  :   Notes  and  Anecdotes.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and 

Hundreds  of  Sketches  by  WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Thames,  A  New  Pictorial    History  of  the.      By  A.  S.  Krausse. 

With  340  Illustrations.     Post  8vo.  is.  ;  cloth,  ts.  6ti. 

Thiers  (Adolphe).  —  History  of  the  Consulate  and    Empire  of 

France  under  Napoleon.     Translated  by  D.  FORBES  CAMPBELL  and  JOHN  STEBBING.    With  36  Steel 
Plates.    12  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each. 

Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels  by.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6i.ea.;  post  8vo,  25.  ea. 

The  Violin-Player.  I     Proud  Maisie. 

Crassida.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  

Thomson's  Seasons,  and  The  Castle  of  Indolence.      With    Intro- 

duction  by  ALLAN  CUNNINGHAM,  and  48  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

Thornbury  (Walter),  Books  by. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of  J.  M.  W.  Turner.    With  Illustrations  in  Colours.    Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Old   Stories  Re-told.  I     Tales  for  the  Marines. 


Timbs  (John),  Works  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d.  each. 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life  in  London:   Anecdotes  of  its  Famous  Coffee-houses, 

Hostelries,  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 
English  Eccantrics  and  Eccentricities:  Stories  of  Delusions,  Impostures,  Sporting  Scenes, 

Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  &c.     With  4S  Illustrations. 

Transvaal  (The).    By  John  de  Villiers.     With  Map.     Crown  Svo,  rs. 
Troilope  (Anthony),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6rf.  each  ;   post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  aj.  each. 
The   'Way  We  Live  Mow.  I     Mr.  Scarborough's   Family. 

Frau   Frohmann.  I     The   Land-Leaguers. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  e.-.ch. 
Kept  In  the   Dark.  I     The  American   Senator. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Gr&npere.  1     John  Caldigate.  I     Marlon  F*y, 
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Trollope  (Frances  E.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6ii.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
Like  Ships  Upon  the  Sea.    |     Mabel's  Progress.  I     Anne  Furness. 

Trollope  (T.  A.). — Diamond  Cut  Diamond.    Post  8vo,  Must,  bds.,  2s. 
Trowbridge  (J.  T.).— FarnelPs  Folly.     Post  8vo,  Must,  boards,  25. 
Twain   (Mark),  Books  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  75.  6d.  each. 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain.    Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by  the  Author.    With 

Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
Roughing  It :  and  The  Innocents  at  Home.    With  200  Illustrations  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
Mark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour.    With  197  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  (>ci.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
The  Innocents  Abroad  ;  or,  The  New  Pilgrim  s  Progress.    With  234  Illustrations.    (The  Two  SliU- 

ling  Edition  is  entitled  Mark  Twain's  Pleasure  Trip.) 
The  Gilded  Age.    By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  WARNER.    With  212  Illustrations. 
The  Adventures  of   Tom  Sawyer.    With  m  Illustrations. 
A  Tramp  Abroad.    With  314  Illustrations. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.    With  190  Illustrations. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi.    With  300  Illustrations. 

The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry  Finn.    With  174  Illustrations  by  E.  W.  Kemple. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur.    With  220  Illustrations  by  Dan  Beard. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each. 
The  American  Claimant.    With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst  and  others. 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.    With  26  Illustrations  by  Dan.  Beard. 
Pudd'nhead  Wilson.        With  Portrait  and  Six  Illustrations  by  LOUIS  LOEB. 
Tom  Sawyer,  Detective,  &c.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  [Shortly. 

The  £1,000,000  Bank-Note.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  jr.  6rf. ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards  is. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant.  I      Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 


Personal  Recollections  of  Joan  of  Arc.    With  Twelve  Illustrations  by  F.  V.  Du  Mond. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  

Tytler  (C.  C.  Fraser-).— Mistress  Judith:    A  Novel.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
Lady  Bell.  I  Buried  Diamonds.  |   The  Blackhall  Ghost** 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
What   She  Came  Through.                        I     The   Huguenot  Family. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline.  Noblesse  Oblige. 

The  Bride's  Pass.  Beauty   and   the  Beast* 

Saint  Mungo's  City.  |     Disappeared. 

The  Macdonald  Lass.    With  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3^-.  6<f. 

Upward  (Allen),  Novels  by. 

The  Queen  Against  Owen.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  Frontispiece,  3s.  6<i. ;  post  8vo,  boards,  2*. 
The  Prince  of  Balkistan.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  61/. 
A  Crown  of  Straw.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Vashtl  and  EstherT    By  'Belle'  of  The  World.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 
Villari  (Linda).— A  Double  Bond :  A  Story.     Fcap.  8vo,  15. 


Vizetelly  (Ernest  A.).— The  Scorpion:  A  Romance  of  Spain.    With 

a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3-r.  6d. 

Walford  (Edward,  M.A.),  Works  by. 

Walford's  County  Families  of  the   United   Kingdom  (1897).      Containing  the  Descent, 

Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c,  of  12,000  Heads  of  Families,  their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses,  Clubs, 

iVc.     Royal  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  50J. 
Walford's    Shilling    Peerage   (1897).    Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of  Lords,  Scotch  and 

Irish  Peers.  &C.     32H10,  cloth,  is. 
Walford's    Shilling    Baronetage    (1897).     Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets  of  the  United 

Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.     321110,  cloth,  is. 
Walford's    Shilling    Knightage    (1897).     Containing  a   List  of  the  Knights  of  the   United 

Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.    321110,  cloth,  is. 
Walford's  Shilling  House  of  Commons  (1897).    Containing  a  List  of  all  the  Members  of  the 

New  Parliament,  their  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.     321110,  cloth,  is. 
Walford's  Complete  Peerage,  Baronetage,  Knightage,  and  House   of  Commons 

(1897).    Royal  32mo,  cloth,  gift  edges,  5s. [frcfarityr. 

Sales  of  our  Great  Families.   Crow  8VPi  cipth  e*tra,  3/.  6* 
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Waller  (S.  E.).— Sebastiani's  Secret.     With  Twelve  full-page  Illus- 

nations  by  the  Author.    Crcwn  8vo,  clot:..  "  {Shortly, 

Walton  and   Cotton's  Complete   Angler  ;    or,  The   Contemplative 

Man's  Recreation,  bv  IZAAK  WALTON  :  and  Instructions  How  to  Angle,  for  a  Trout  or  Grayling  in  a 
clear  Stream.  r>v  CHARLES  COTTON.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes  by  Sir  HARRIS  NICOLAS,  and  61 
Illustration^.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  7-r.  6J. 

Walt  Whitman,  Poems  by.     Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  William 

M.  ROSSETTI.     \\  Ith  Portr .  .  "       .  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  6s. 

Ward  (Herbert),  Books  by. 

Five  Years  with  the  Congo  Cannibals.    With  92  Illustrations.    Royal  8vo,  cloth,  us. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.    With  Map.    P.st  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Warner  (Charles  Dudley).— A  Roundabout  Journey.     Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  6j. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.     A  Facsimile,  with  the  59  Signatures 

and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.     2s. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Hairy  Queen  of  Scots.    A  Facsimile,  including  Queen  Elizabeth's  Signa- 
ture and  the  Great  SeaL    2s. 

Washington's  (George)  Rules  of  Civility  Traced  to  their  Sources 

and  Restored  by  MONCURE  D.  CON  way.     Fcap.  Svo,  Japanese  vellum,  2s.  td. 

Wassermann  (Lillias),  Novels  by. 

The  DaffodUs.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


The  Marquis  of  Carabas.     By  Aaron  Watson  and  Lillias  Wassermann.     Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the,  with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope. 

By  F.  W.  CORY.    With  Ten  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Westall  (William),  Novels  by. 

Trust-Money.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  it.  ;  clcth,  zr.  6d. 
Sons  of  Belial.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Westbury   (Atha).— The  Shadow  of   Hilton  Fernbrook:   A  Ro- 

mance  of  Maoriland.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Whist,  How  to  Play  Solo.     By  Abraham  S.  Wtilks  and  Charles  F 

Pardon.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

White  (Gilbert).— The  Natural  History  of  Selborne.      Post  8vo, 

printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.),  Works  by. 

Science  In  Short  Chapters.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  js.  i.i. 

A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Cr  wn  Svo.  cloth  exti 

The  Chemistry  of  Iron  and  Steel  Making.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9*. 

A  Vindication  of  Phrenology.    With  Portrait  and  43  lUusts.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  n 

Williamson  (Mrs.  F.  H.).— A  Child  Widow.     Post  8vo.  bds  ,  25. 
Wills  (C.  J.). — An  Easy=going  Fellow.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 
Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.),  Works  by. 

Chapters  on  Evolution.    With  250  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  clcth  extra,  is  6d. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp, 

Leisure-Time  Studies.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Studies  in  Life  and  Sense.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra  6s. 

Common  Accidents:  How  to  Treat  Them.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.6J. 

Glimpses  of  Nature.    With  33  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d. 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by.     Post  8vo,   illustrated  boards,  25.  each; 

cloth  limp.  is.  6d.  each. 
Cavalry  Life.  |     Regimental  Legends. 

A  Soldier's  Children.    With  34  Illustrations  by  E.  G.  Thomson  and  E.  Stuart  Hardy.    Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 

Wissmann     (Hermann    von).  —  My    Second    Journey    through 

Equatorial  Africa.    With  92  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  16s. 
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Wood  (H.  F.)f  Detective  Stories  by.     Post  8vo,  boards,  25.  each. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard.     |        The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

Wood  (Lady). — Sabina:  A  Novel.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


WooIIey  (Ce!ia  Parker).— Rachel  Armstrong 

olojry.    Pos'  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2*. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


or,  Love  and  The- 


Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  75.  6d.  each. 

The  Caricature  History  of  the  Georges.    With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  &-c. 
History  of  Caricature  and  of  the  Grotesque  In  Art,  Literature,  Sculpture,  and 
Painting.     Illustrated  bv  F.  W.  FAIKHOLT,  F.S.A. 

Wynman  (Margaret).— My  Flirtations.      With  13  Illustrations  by 

J.  BERNARD  PARTRIDGE.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6ci.  ;  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2J. 

Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 

Land  at  Last.  I        The  Forlorn  Hope.  |        Castaway. 


Zangwill  (I.).  —  Ghetto  Tragedies. 

A.  S.  BOYD.     Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  net. 


With   Three  Illustrations  by 


Zola  (Emile),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6d.  each. 

The  Fat  and  the  Thin.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

Money.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  VIZETELLY. 

The  Downfall.    Translated  by  E.  A.  VlZETELLY. 

The  Dream.    Translated  by  ELIZA  CHASE.     With  Eight  Illustrations  by  JEANNIOT. 

Doctor  Pascal.     Translated  by  E.  A.  VlZETELLY.     With  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

Lourdcs.      Translated  by  ERNES  r  A.  VlZETRLLY. 

Rome.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  VlZETELLY. 


SOME   BOOKS  CLASSIFIED  IN  SERIES. 

%*  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-26. 


The  Mayfair  Library.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 


A  Journey  Round  My  Boom.  ByX.  DE  MaiSTRB. 

Translated  bv  Sir  HENRY  ATT  WELL. 
Quips  a>  d  Qnl  idities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 
The  Agony  Co  umn  of  -  The  Times.' 
Melancho.y  Aaxtomised  :  Abridgment  of  BURTON. 
Poetical  In, entities.    By  VV.  T.  Dobson. 
The  Cupboaru  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 
W.  P.  Gilb  rt's  Plays.    Three  Scries. 
Sorgs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
An!m  vis  and  their  Masters     By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Social  Pressure.     By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.     By  H.  1.  JENNINCS. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.  By  OLIVER 

Wendell  Holmes. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 
Little  Essays:  from  Lamb's  Letters. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 


By  J; 
Jeux  d'Esprit.    Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witeh  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  and  Players.     By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
The  New  Republic.    By  w.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-saddled.    By  H.  C  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.    Edited  by  H.  C.  Penxkll. 
Tnoreau  :  His  Life  and  Aims.     By  H.  A.  Page. 
Puniana.     By  Hon.  HUGH  ROWLBV. 
More  Puniana.     By  Hon.  HUGH  ROWLEY. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.     Bv  William  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  ISote-Book.     By  Dr. 
Andrew  Wilson. 


The  Golden  Library.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2$.  per  Volume. 

Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club.  Bayard  Taylor.  The    Autocrat    of    the   Breakfast    Table. 
gon>'s  for  Sailors.    By  W.  C  Benne  rr.  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 

Lives  of  the  Nec-rom  -fleers.    By  W.  GODWIN.  La  Moit  d'Arthur  :   Selections  from  MALLORY. 

The  Poetical  Works  of  Alexander  Pope.  Provincial  Letters  of  Blaise  Pascal. 

Scenes  of  Country  Life.    By  Edward  Jesse.  Maxims  and  Reflections  of  Rochefoucauld. 
Tale  for  a  Chimney  Comer.    By  Leigh  Hunt. 


The  Wanderer's  Library,     crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3$.  6d.  each. 


Wanderings  in   Patagonia.    By  Julius   Bber- 

hoHM.     lllusfated. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.  By  G.  Daniel. 

Illustrated  by  ROBERT  CRU1K.SHANK. 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Irost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showrr-on  and  the  Old  London  Fairs.    By 

Thomas  1  ro:5t. 
Low-Lite  Deeps     Uy  James  Greenwood. 
Tae  Wilds  of  London.    By  James  Greenwood. 


Tunis.     By  Chev.  Hesse-Wartecg.    bs  Illus 
Lite  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheau  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.     By  T.  Fitzgeral: 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.    By  E.  P.  Hingston. 
Story  of  London  Parks.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.    By  Hpnry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer   Cruising   in    the   South   Seas.     By 
Warren  Stoddard.    Illustrated. 
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Books  in  Series — continued. 

Handy    Novels.      Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  is.  6d.  each. 
The  Old  Maid  s  Sweetheart.    Bv  A.  ST.  AUBYX.      i     A  Lost  Soul.    Bv  W. 

Modest  Li:te  Sara.    By  Alan  St.  A  Dr.  Pallisers  Patient.    By  GRA*rr  Ali.fv. 

Seven  Sleepprs  of  Ephesus.    M.  E.  Coleridge.     I     Monte  C -r.o  Stories.    Bv  Joan  Barreti". 
Taken  from  the  Enemy.    By  H.  Newkult. I     Black  Spirits  and  White"    By  R.  A.  Cram. 

My     Library.      Printed  on  laid  paper,  post  8vo,  half-Roxburg^e,  2s.  *d.  each. 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William  Shakspeare.    I     Christie  Johnstone.    Bv  Charles  Reade 

By  w.  s.  La.ndor.  Peg  Wof&ngton.    By  Charles  Reade. 

The  Jonrnal  of  Maurice  de  Gnerin. The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Caaries  Lamb. 

The  Pocket  Library.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  as.  each 
The  Essays  of  Elia.    By  CHARLES  LAMB. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Illustrated  by  G.  CRUIKSHANK. 
Whims  and  Oddities.    Bv  Thomas  Hood. 
The  Barber  s  Ch*ir;    By  Douglas  J errold. 
Gastronomy.    By  Brillat-Savarin. 
The  Epicurean.  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunts  Essays.    Edited  by  E.  Ollier. 


White  s  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 
GuBiver  s  Travels.  &c.     Bv  Dean.  Swift. 
Plays  bv  Richard  Brinsley.Sheridan. 
An?cdo"te3  of  the  Clergv.     By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Thorns Dn  s  Seasons.     Illustrated. 
Autocrat  or  the  Ereakfast  Table  and  The  Professor 
at  the  Breakfast  Table.    By  O.  W.  Holmes. 


THE   PICCADILLY  NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  NovELs.tnany  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 


By  F. 

6reen  as  Grass. 


M.  ALLEN. 


PhiMstia. 

Etrange  Stories. 

Eabvion. 

For  Maitcie  s  Sake, 

Tn  all  Shades. 

T!:e  Beckoning  Hand. 

The  Devils  Die. 

This  Mortal  C<  il. 

Tie  Tents  of  Shem. 


By  GRANT  ALLEN. 

The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq's  Dxughter. 
Duchess  01  Powysland. 
Blood  Royal. 
Ivan    Greets    Master- 
piece. 
The  Scallywag. 
At  Market  Value. 
Under  Scaled  Order*. 
By  MARY  ANDERSON. 
Othello  a  Occupati  n 

By  EDWIN   L.  ARNOLD. 
Para  the  Phoenician.      Constable  01  St.  Nicholas. 

By  ROBERT   BARR. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair.  From  Wh  se  Bourne. 

By  FRANK  BARRETT. 
The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets. 
The  Harding  Scandal. 

By   'BELLE.' 
Varhti  and  Esther. 

By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.  RICE. 
Ready  Money  Mortiboy.  r  By  Celia  s  Arbour 


Mv  Little  Girl. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  The'.ema. 


Chap  ain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamv  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
In  Trafalrar  s  Ear. 
The  Ten  Years  Tenant. 


By  Sir  WALTER   BESANT. 

All    Sorts   and    Condi- ,  The  Bell  of  St.  Paul  s. 

tions  of  Men.  ]  "J  he  Holy  Rose. 

The  Captains  Room. 


Armorel  o!  Lyonesse. 
S.  Katheiine  s  bv  Tower 
Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanot:s. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 
Beyond    the  Dreams  of 

Avarice. 
The  Master  Craftsman. 


All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothv  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
The  World  Went  Very 

W"U  Th«n. 
C  .l'drenof  Gibecn. 
Kerr  Faulus. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine.  ' 

By  PAUL  BOURGET. 
A  Living  L:e 

By   ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
Shadow  of  the  Sword.     1  The  New  Abelard. 
A  Child  of  Nature.  j  Matt.   1    Rachel  Dene. 

G01  and  the  Man.  ,  Master  of  the  Mine. 

Martyrdom  of  Madeline     The  H-  ir  of  Linne. 
Lo'.  e  Me  for  Ever.  I  Woman  and  the  Man. 

Annan  Water.  Redand  White  Heather. 

Foxglove  Manor.  I 

ROB.  BUCHANAN  &  HY.  MURRAY. 
The  Charlatan 

By  J.  MITCHELL  CHAPPLE. 
The  Minor  Chord. 


By   HALL  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  1  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Hagar. 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 
The  Red  Sultan.  |  The  Burden  of  Isabel. 

By  MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Transmigration.  I  From  Midnight  to  Mid- 

Biaeksanth  &  Scholar.         night. 
The  Village  Comedy.        |  You  Play  me  False. 
By  W1LKIE   COLLINS. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 

Jezebel  s  Daughter. 

The  Black  Robe. 

Heart  and  Science. 

'  I  Say  No. 

Little  Novels. 

The  Evil  Genius. 

The  Legacy  of  Cain. 

A  Rogue's  Life. 

Bl;nd  Love. 


Armadale.  ]  AiterDark 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

Mv  Miscellanies. 

The  Woman  in  Whit*. 

The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

By  BUTTON   COOK. 
Paul  Foster  s  Danshter. 

By  E.  H.  COOPER. 
Geoffcry  Hamilton. 

By  V.  CECIL  COTES. 
Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
His  Vanished  Star. 

By  H.  N.  CRELLIN. 
Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio. 

By  MATT  CR1M. 
The  Adventures  of  a  Fair  F.ebeL 

By  S.  R.  CROCKETT  and  others. 

Tales  of  Our  Coast. 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 


Diana  Barrington. 
Proper  Pride. 
A  Family  Likeness. 
Prettv  Miss  Neville. 
A  B»rd  of  Passage. 
To  Let.'    I  Mr.  J»rvis. 


Village  Tales  &  Juagle 

Tra.  edits. 
The  Real  Lady  ETda. 
Married  or  Single. 
Two  Masters 
LntheKingdom  of  Kerrj 


By  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE   DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist  ;  or,  I'ort  Salvat  on. 

By  H.  COLEMAN   DAVIDSON. 
:    Mr.  Sadler  s  Daughters. 

By  ERASMUS  DAWSON. 
!    The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle    in  Spain 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels-coh/»hm«L 
By.  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 

Tracked  to  Doom.  I  The  Mystery  of  Jamaica 

M-fr0mBrA.heC0NUTeD0YLE. 
TheBFrs.°f^ANN°EtTE  DUNCAN. 

«=?"Sb*  JfiBr 

ratalZB°y  R.  E.  FRANC.LLON. 

ApreefaQcednby  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 
p-d^tDWARD  GARRETT. 
TheCapelG^,pAUL  QAUL0T. 

The%SyhirCHARLES  GIBBON 

Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dgam^    QLANVILLE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Fossicker. 

AFairC°^TE.   J^o6DMAN.0Ck' 
^BTRe-^BARING  GOULD. 
RedSpldBy  CECIL 'GRIFFITH. 
CorinthiByaSYDNEY  GRUNDY. 

TheDay8B°;h™MyASHARDY. 
Under  the  GreenwBOodETreeHARTE 


By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 


Patricia  Kemball 

Under  which  Lord  7 

'  My  Love  I ' 

lone. 

Paston  Carew. 


Sally  Dows. 

A    Protegee    of    Jack 

Hamlin's. 
Bell-Ringer  of  Angel  s. 
Clarence. 
Barker's  Luck. 
Devil's  Ford. 


A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden 

Gate.  .    „ 

A    Sappho    of    Green 

ColPStarbottle's  Client. 

BUSy  By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 

rnrth  I  Beatrix  Randolph. 

EUiceQuentin.  David  Poindexters  Dis- 

|UL5anStrome.  rfPP'™-   of    the 

Fortune,Pooly   ^  ^    Vgfifo 
jvandeBiron.   ._   HENDERS0N. 
Agatha  Page  a     HENTY 

^^theJXerjOHN°H0ILyL.DOUble' 
The  Common  Ancestor.  _„„^.-»„ 

™1'   By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD. 

Lady  Verner's  Flight.      I  The  Professor  s  Experi 

The  Red-House  Mystery       ment. 

The  Three  Graces.  I  A Point .of  Conscience. 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.        I  Self  Condemned. 

^^^cfTcUTCLIFF'E'HYNE. 

Honour  of  ™X  ASHE    KING. 

A  Drawn  Game. 

'  %T  E^MOND^LEPELLETIER. 

Madame  bT  HARRY  LINDSAY. 

RhodaR<SeyrtHENRY  W.LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 


Sowing  the  Wind. 
The  Atonement  ofLeam 

Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
The  One  Too  Many. 


By  justin  McCarthy. 


Donna  Quixote. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 

The  Riddle  Ring. 


A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley  Rochford. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

Camiola. 

Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

MlSBWrJUSPTiNH.  MCCARTHY. 
AL°Byn GEORGE   MACDONALD. 

^^^TLt.'meade.8- 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune.     I  The     Voice     of 
Tn  an  Iron  Grin.  Charmer. 

lna      By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 

This  Stage  of  Fools.  ^^ 

By   BERTRAM  MITFORD. 
The  Gun  Runner.  I  The  Kings  Assegai. 

The    Luck    of    Gerard    Renshaw         Fanning! 

RidgeleyBy  J.  E.  MUQDDOCK. 

Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 

HrrcHR.sUlTutRTY: 


the 


Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
BobMartin's  Little  Girl. 
Times  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 
A  Capful  o  Nails. 


A  Life's  Atonement 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Val  Strange.  |  Hearts. 
A  Model  Father. 
Bv  the  Gate  of  the  Sea 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature 
First  Person  Singular.  ur-r.»«AM 

Bv  MURRAY  and  HERMAN. 
The  Bishops'  Bible.  I  Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

0neTraVellByRHUME  NISBET. 

BallUp,By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 

Saint  Anns.    ^  q     IBUly  Belle  w. 

AWeirdGift.      By0UI[)A 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia.  ,     , 

Cecil     Castlemaine  a 

Gage.  _    . 

Tricotrin.     |    Puck. 
Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.      |    Signa. 
Princess  Napraxine. 

AriadBy  MARQAREtX  PAUL. 

Gentle  and  S^mpleAMEspAYN> 


Two     Little     Wooden 

Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Friendship. 
Moths.       |    Ruffino. 
Pipistrello. 
A  Village  Commune.  ■" 
Bimbi.       |    Wanda. 
Frescoes.   |    Othmar. 
In  Maremma. 
Syrhn.        |  Guilderoy. 
Santa  Barbara. 
Two  Offenders. 


Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The   Mystery   of  Mir- 
By  Proxy.         [bridge. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 
Walters  WoMyWiLLVXVm- 

JerrCMrrCAMPBELL  PRAED. 

Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.  I  Mis.  Tregaskiss. 
Christina  Chard.  I  ^__   ■_ 

By  E.  C.  PRICE.       . 

Valentina.  I  Mrs.  Lancaster's  RivaL 

The  Foreigners.  1 


High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
Glow  worm  Tales. 
The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
For  Cash  Only. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the  WilL 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
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The  Piccadilly  (v61  Novels — continued. 
By  RICHARD  PRVCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CHARLES   READE. 

Peg    Wofflngton  ;1  and     The  Double  Marriage. 


Griffith  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play. 

Put    Yourself   In    His 

Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 


Christie  Johnstone, 
Hard  Cash. 
Cloister  &  the  Hearth. 
Never  Too  Late  to  Mend 
The    Course    of    True 

Love  Never  Did  Run  |  A  Simpleton. 

Smooth  ;    and  Single- 1  A  Woman  Hater 

heart  andDoubleface. 
Autobiography     of     a 

a  Thief;    Jack  of  all 

Trades  ;    A  Hero  and 

a  Martyr ;    and  The 

Wandering  Heir 


Love 


1  The  Jilt,  &  ctherStcries  : 
and  Good  Stories    of 

|      Men  and  other  Ani- 
mals. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 

|  Readiana ;     and    Bible 


Characters. 


Love   Me   Little 
Me  Long. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 

Weird  Stories. 

By  AMELIE  RIVES. 

Barbara  Derm  p. 

By   F.  W.   ROBINSON. 

The  Hands  of  Justice.    |  Woman  in  the  Dark. 

By  DORA   RUSSELL. 
A  Country  Sweetheart.  ;  The  Drift  of  Fate. 

By  W.  CLARK   RUSSELL. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire.  I  My  Shipmate  loui 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The    Mystery    of    the 

•  Ocean  Star.' 
Tie  Romance  of  Jenny 

Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

By  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Guy  Waterman.  1  The  Two  Dreamers. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel.     |  The  Lion  in  the  Path 

By    KATHARINE   SAUNDERS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth  I  Heart  Salvage. 
Gideon  s  Rock.  Sebastian. 

The  High  Mills. 

By  ADELINE  SERGEANT. 
Dr.  Endicott  s  Experiment. 

By  HAWLEY  SMART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 


Alone  on  Wide  Wide  Sea 
The  Phantcm  Death. 
Is  He  the  Kaa  ? 
The    Good    Ship    'Mo- 
hock.' 
The  Convict  Shin. 
H«artofOak. 
The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 


By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea.        I  The  M-isl-  r  of  Trenance, 
The  Grey  Monx. 

Bv  ALAN  ST.  AUBVN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.        j  In  Face  of  the  World. 
The  Junior  Deaa.  Orchard  Damerel. 

Master  of  St.Benedict's.  ;  The  Tremle'.t  Diamonds. 
To  his  Own  Master. 

By  JOHN  STAFFORD. 
Doris  and  I. 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Proud  Maisie.  !  The  Violin  Player. 

By  ANTHONY    TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  we  Live  Now.  I    Scarborough  3  Family. 
Fran  Frohmann.  |   The  Land  Leacucrs. 

By   FRANCES   E.  TROLLOPE. 
Like    Ships   upon   the  I  Anne  Furness. 
Sea.  I  Mabel's  Progress. 

By   IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 
The  American  Claimant.  I  Puddnhead  Wilson. 
The£1.0C0  0?CBank  note.  ;  Tom  Sawyer.Detectlve. 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.      I 

By  C.   C.    FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mi3tress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER. 
Lady  Bel'.  I  The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

Boned  Diamonds.  |  Tie  I.Iacdonald  La83. 

By  ALLEN   UPWARD. 
The  Queen  against  Owen  |  The  Prince  of  Balki3tan 

By  E.  A.  VIZETELLY. 
The  Scorpion  :  A  Romance  of  Spain. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL. 
Sons  of  Belial. 

By  ATHA   WESTBURY. 
The  Shadow  of  Eilton  Fernbrook. 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 
A  Soldiers  Children. 

By  MARGARET  WYNMAN. 
My  Flirtations. 

By  E.   ZOLA. 
The  Downfall.  I  Monev.       !     Lourdes. 

The  Dream.  The  Fat  and  the  Thin. 

Dr.  Pascal.  I  Rome. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


By  ARTEMUS  WARD. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EDMOND   ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  HAMILTON  AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.  |  Confidences. 

By  MARY  ALBERT. 
Brooke  Finchley  s  Daughter. 

By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife  or  Widow?   |  Valerie  s  Fate. 


Philistia. 

Strange  Stories. 

Babylon 

For  Malmle's  Sake. 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand 

The  Devil's  Die. 

The  Tents  of  Shem. 


By  GRANT  ALLEN. 

The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq  s  Daughter. 
Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Blood  Royal. 
Ivan    Greet's    Master- 
piece. 
The  Scallywag. 
This  Mortal  CoiL 


By  E.  LESTER  ARNOLD. 

Phra  the  Phoenician. 


By 

intie 


SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 


Qrantley  Grange. 


BY  FRANK  BARRETT. 


Fettered  for  Lire. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 
Between  Life  <fc  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassou- 

lich. 
Folly  Morrison. 
Lieut.  Barnabas. 
Honest  Davie. 


A  Prodigal  s  Progress. 
Fouad  Guilty. 
A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  andHonour. 
John   Ford;    and    His 

Help-nate. 
The  Woman  of  the  lion 

Bracelets. 


By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.  RICE. 

Ready  Money  Mortaboy     By  Celia  s  Arbour. 
Mv  Little  Girl.  j   Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

With  Harp  and  Crown.     The  Seamy  Side. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan.       ,   The  Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly.    ,  In  Trafalear  s  Bar. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema.  I  The  Ten  Years  Tenant. 

By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 


All  Sorts  and  Condi- 
tions of  Men. 

The  Captains  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

Uncle  Jack. 

The  World  Went  Very 
Well  Then. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

Herr  Paulus. 


In  the  Mi 


dstof 


For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Bell  of  St.  Paul  s. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorelof  Lyones^e. 
S.Katherine  a  bv  Tower. 
Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanotis. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Queen, 

B1ERCE. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 
By  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 

Camp  Notes.  I  Chronicles  of  No  man's 

Savage  Life.  I      Land. 

BY  BRET  HARTE. 

California*  Stories.        [  Flip.  I    Maraja. 

Gabriel  Couroy.  A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

The    Luck   of    Roaring  |  A  Wuf  of  the  Plains. 


A  Ward  of  the  Golden 
Gate. 


Ca,mp. 
/  u  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 

By  HAROLD  BRYDGES 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


The  Martyrdom  of  Ma- 
deline. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 

The  Heir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 


Shadow  oi  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  oi  the  Mine. 
Annan  Water. 

By  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  I  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Eagar. 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  ths  'Black  Prince.' 

By  Mrs.  LOYETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliets  Guardian. 

By   HAYDEN  CARRUTH. 
The  Adventures  of  Jones. 

Bv   AUSTIN  CLARE. 
For  the  Lov^  of  a  Lass. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CL1VE. 
Panl  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Frrroll  KlUel  his  Wife. 

By  MACLAREN   COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souis.  |    The  Red  Sultan. 

By  C.  ALLSTON   COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

By  AlORT.  &  PRANCES  COLLINS 
Sweet  Anne  Page 


Tiausmigration 
F.om  Midnight  to  Mid 

night. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 


Sweet  and  Twenty. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Plav  me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar 
Frances. 


By  VVILKIE   COLLINS. 


My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
•ISavNo!' 
The  Evil  Genini. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale  |  AfterDark. 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Head  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

Tiie  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  MATT  CRIM. 
The  Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville.  Proper  Pride. 

Diana  Barrington.  A  Fa  .  ily  Likeness. 

'To  Let.' 
A  Bird  of  Passage. 

By  W.   CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE  DAUDET 

The  Evangelist:  or.  Port  Salvation. 

By   ERASMUS   DAWSON. 
The  Fountain  oi  Youth. 

By  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 


Village  Tales  and  Jungle 
Tragedies. 


By  J.    LEITH   DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.         |  Circe's  Lovers. 
By  CHARLES   DICKENS. 

Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Nicholas  Hickieby. 

O.iver  Twist. 


By   DICK   DONOVAN. 


In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From   Information  Re* 

ceived. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 
Link  by  Link 
Suspicion  Aroused. 
Dark  Deeds. 
Riddles  Read. 


The  Man-Hunter. 

Tracked  and  Taken. 

Caught  at  Last ! 

Wanted! 

Who    Poisoned     Hetty 

Duncan  ? 
Man  trom  Manchester. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE   EDWARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.        |  Archie  Lovell. 

By  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  |  Kitty. 

By  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 

R°Xy   By  G.  MANVILLE  FENN. 

The  New  Mistress.  I  .The  Tigor  Lily. 

Witness  to  the  Deed. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.  I  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Never  Forgotten.  Seventy  -  five    Brooke 

Polly.  Street. 

Fatal  Zero.  |  The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

By  P.  FITZGERALD  and  others. 
Strange  Secrets. 

By  ALBANY   DE   FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olvmpla.  King  or  Knave  ? 

One  by  One.  Romances  of  the  Law. 

A  Real  Queen.  Ropes  of  Sand. 

Queen  Cophetua.  A  Dog  and  bis  Shadow. 

By   HAROLD   FREDERIC. 
Scth's  Brother's  Wife.    |  The  Lawtou  Girl. 
Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By  HAIN  FRISWELL. 
One  of  Two. 

By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capei  Girls. 

By  GILBERT  GAUL. 
A  Strange  Manuscript. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


Robin  Gray. 

Fancy  Free. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  will  World  Say  ? 

In  Love  and  War. 

For  the  King. 

In  Pastures  Green. 

Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

A  Heart's  Problem. 

The  De  id  Heart. 


In  Honour  Bound. 
Flower  of  the  Forest. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
I  Heart's  De  ight. 
I  Blood-Money. 
By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 
Dr.  Austins  Guests.        I  The     Wizard    of    the 
James  Duke.  |      Mountain. 

By   ERNEST  GLANVILLE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I   The  Fossiuker. 

A  Fair  Colonist. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  |  tve. 

By   HENRY  GREVILLE. 
A  Noble  Woman.  |   Nikanor. 

By  CECIL  GRIFFITH. 
Corinthla  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRUNDY. 
The  Davs  of  his  Vanity. 

By  JOHN   HABBERTON. 
Brueton  s  Bavou.  |  Country  Luck. 

By  Andrew  halliday. 

Every  day  Papers. 

By   Lady   DUFFUS   HARDY. 

Paul  Wynter  s  Sacrifice. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  THOMAS   HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  J.  BERWICK  HARVVOOD. 

The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JL'LIAN   HAWTHORNE. 


Beatrix  Randoirh. 

Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter  s  Dis- 
appearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the 
Camera. 


Garth 

Eliice  Qnentln. 

Fortune  g  Fool. 

Misa  Cadogr.a. 

Sebastian  Strome 

Dust. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  G.  A.  HENTY. 
Rujub  the  Juggler. 

By  HENRY  HERMAN. 
A  Leading  Lady. 

By  HEADCN   HILL. 
Zambra  the  Detective. 

By  JOHN   HILL. 
Treason  Felony. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEL  HOEY. 
The  Lover  s  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 

The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIGHE   HOPKINS. 

Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD. 

A  Maiden  all  Forlorn.       A  Modern  Circe 

In  Durance  Vile.  Lady_Verpers 

Marvel. 

A  Mental  Straggle. 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 

Thornicroft  s  Model.        I   Self  Cone sraned. 
That  Other  Person.         |  The  Leadea  Casket. 

By  JEAN  INGE  LOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  WM.  JAMESON. 
My  Dead  Self. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Dark  Colleen.  |  Queen  of  Connaught 

By  MARK   KERSHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.   ASHE   KING. 
A  Drawn  Gaaie.  i  Passion  s  Slav*. 

'  The  Weaiing  of  the     Bell  Barry. 
Green.' 

By  JOHN  LEYS. 
The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 


i-rhV 
The  Bed  House  Llyatry 


Patricia  Kemball 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  ? 
Paston  Carew. 
*  My  Love  I ' 
lone. 

By  HENRY  W.   LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  justin  McCarthy 

Dear  Lady  Disdain.        I  Camiola. 
Waterdale  Neighbours.     Donna  Quixote 
Mv  Enemy's  Daughter, 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 

By  HUGH 


The  Atonement  of  Learn 

Dundas. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 
The  One  Too  Many. 


Maid  of  Athens. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
The  Dictator. 
Red  Diamonds. 
MACCOLL. 


Mr.  Straneer'B  Sealed  Packet. 

By  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 
Heather  and  Snow. 

By  AGNES  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins 

By  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Pose. 

By  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
A  Romance  of  the  Nine- 1  The  New  Republic, 
teenth  Century.  i 


By  FLORENCE  MARRYAT. 

Open  !  Sesame  !  I  A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oati 

Fighting  the  Air.  |  Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.  MASTERMAN. 

Half  a-dozea  Daughters. 

By  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Se'cret  of  the  Sea.  _ 

By  L.  T.  MEADE. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 

The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 

Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 
Stories  Weird  and  Won  I  From  the  Bosom  of  the 

derfuL  I     Beep. 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret.  | 

By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


A  Life  s  Atonement. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
Fir.t  Person  t'ingul  ^r. 
Boo  Martins  Little  Girl 
Time  s  Reveng-s. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 


A  Model  Father. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coa:s  of  Fire. 

Val  Strange. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

By  MURRAY  and   HERMAN. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  ,  The  Bishors  Bible. 
Paul  Jones  s  Alias. 

By   HENRY  MURRAY. 

A  Game  of  Bluff.  \  A  Song  of  Sixpence. 

By  HUME   MS  BET. 
'  BafJ  Up!  '  |  Dr.Bemard  St.  Vincent. 

By  ALICE  O'HANLON. 
The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance?  or  Fate? 

By  GEORGES  OHNET. 
Dr.  Rameau.  I  A  Weird  Gift. 

A  Last  Love. 

By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies.  I  The  Greatest  Heiress  la 

Tee  Primrose  Path.         |     England. 

By    Mrs.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 

Phoebe  s  Fortunes. 

By  OUIDA. 

Held  in  Bondage.  I  Two  Lit. Wooden  Shoes. 

Strathmore.  :  Moths. 

Chandos.  !  Bimbi. 

Idaiia.  I  Pipistrello. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil  Castiemaine  sGage 

Tricotrin. 


A  Village  Common*. 
Wanda. 


Othmar. 

Puck.  Frescoes. 

Folle  Farine.  In  Maremnuu 

A  Dog  of  Flanders.  Guilderoy. 

Pascarel.  Rufnno. 

Siena.  Syr. in. 

Princess  Napraxine.  8anta  Barbara. 

In  a  Winter  City.  |  Two  Offenders. 
Ariadne.  Ouidvs   Wisdom,    Wit, 

Friendship.  I      and  Pathos. 

By   MARGARET  AGNES   PAUL 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  C.  L.  PIRKIS. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

By  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Ifceget. 

By  Mis.  CAMPBELL   PRAED 
The  Romance  of  a  Station. 
The  Son  of  Countess  Adrian, 
Out  aw  and  Lawmaker. 
Christina  Chard 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Yalentina.  |  Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

The  Foreigners.  I   Gerald. 

By   RICHARD  PRYCB. 
Miss  Maxwell  s  Affections, 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— cont inued. 
By  JAMES  PAYN. 


Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy  s  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Woid. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

£200  Reward. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits. 

Carlyon's  Year. 

From  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 


The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
Glow  worm  Tales. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
Sunny  Stories. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
Gwendoline  s  Harvest. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
Some  Private  Views. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
The   Mystery  of   Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 
A  Trying  Patient. 


By  CHARLES   READE 


It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to 

Mend. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
The  Doable  Marriage. 
Put    Yourself   in    His 

Place 
Love  Me   Little,  Love 

Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and    the 

Hearth. 
The    Course    of    True 

Love. 
The  Jilt. 
The  Autobiography  of 

a  Thief. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 


A  TerribleTemptation. 

Foul  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Hard  Cash. 

Singleheartand  Double- 
face. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and 
other  Animals. 

Peg  Woffington. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

A  Perilous  Secret, 

A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Woman  Hater. 


The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace. 

Gardens. 
The  Nun's  Curse. 
Idle  Tales. 


Weird  Stories. 
Fairy  Water. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's 
Garden  Party. 

By  AMELIE  RIVES. 
Barbara  Dering. 

By  P.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange.      |  The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAMES  RUNCIMAN. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks.  |  Schools  and  Scholars, 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 

By  W.  CLARK   RUSSELL. 


The  Romance  of  Jenny 

Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
M.v  Shipmate  Louise. 
Aione  on  a  Wide  Wide 

Sea. 


Round  the  Galley  Fire 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book   for  the  Ham- 
mock. 

The    Mystery    of    the 
'  Ocean  Star.' 
By  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 

Guy  Waterman.  I  The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers. 

By  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 

Joan  Merryweather.       I  Sebastian. 

The  High  Mills.  Margaret     and    Eliza- 

Heart  Salvage.  |      beth. 

By  GEORGE   R.  SIMS. 


Rogues  and  Vagabonds 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To  day. 
Dramas  of  Life. 

By  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 


Tinkletop's  Crime. 

Zeph. 

My  Two  Wives. 

Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 

Scenes  from  the  Show. 

The  10  Commandments. 


By  HAWLEY  SMART. 

Without  %ove  or  Licence. 

By  T.  VV.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  ;  Back  to  Life. 

Dyke.  i  The  LoudwaterTragedy, 

The  Golden  Hoop.  Burgo  s  Romance. 

Hoodwinked.  Quittance  in  Full. 

By  Devious  Ways.  '  A  Husband  from  the  Sea 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.       I  To  His  Own  Master. 
The  Junior  Dean.  Orchard  Damerel 

Master  of  St.Bsaedlcfs  I 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.     |  Prince  Otto. 

By  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  I  The  Violin  Player. 

Proud  Maisie. 

By  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tale3  for  the  Marines.    |  Old  Stories  Retold. 

By  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE. 
Like   Ships    upon  the '  ' 
Sea. 


Anne  Furness. 
Mabel's  Progress. 


By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 


The  Land  Leaguers. 
The  American  Senator. 
Mr.     Scarborough's 

Family. 
GoldenLion  of  Granpere 


Frau  Frohmann, 
Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
John  Caldigate. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now, 

By  J.  T.  TROWBRIDGE. 
Farneli's  Folly. 

By  IVAN  TURGENIEFP,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 


A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the 

Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
MarkTwain's  Sketches 
Tom  Sawyer. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 
Stolen  White  Elephant, 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER 


Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The    Prince    and    the 

Pauper. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court 

of  King  Arthur. 
The    £1,000,000    Bank- 

Note. 


The  Huguenot  Family. 
The  Blackball  Ghosts. 
What  SheCameThrough 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 


The  Bride  3  Pass, 
Buried  Diamonds 
St.  Mungo's  City. 
Lady  Bell. 
Noblesse  Oblige. 
Disappeared. 

By  ALLEN  UPWARD. 
The  Queen  against  O.ven. 
By  AARON  WATSON  and  LILLIAS 

WASSERMANN. 
The  Marquis  of  Caracas. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL. 
Trust-Money. 

By  Mrs.  F.  H.  WILLIAMSON. 
A  Child  Widow. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 

By  H.  F.  WOOD. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 
By  Lady  WOOD. 
Sabina. 
By  CELIA  PARKER  WOOLLEY. 

Rachel  Armstrong  ;  or.  Love  and  Theology. 
By  EDMUND  YATES. 

The  Forlorn  Hope.  I  Castaway. 

Land  at  Last. 


OGDEN,  SMALB  AND  CO.  LIMITED,  PRINTERS,  GREAT  SAFFRON   HILL,  B.C. 
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